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CHAPTER I 


THE LAST FRONTIER 


TWTANY men were in debt to the trader at Flam- 
i.TA beau, and many counted him as a friend. 
The latter never reasoned why, except that he had 
done them favours, and in the North that counts for 
much. Perhaps they built likewise upon the fact 
that he was ever the same to all, and that, in days 
of plenty or in times of famine, his store was opt n 
vo every man, and all received the same measure. 
Nor did he raise his prices when the boats were 
late. They recalled one bleak and blustery autumn 
when the steamer sank at the Lower Ramparts, taking 
with her all their winter’s food, how he eked out his 


scanty stock, dealing to each and every one his 
portion, month by month. They remembered well 
the bitter winter that followed, when the spectre 
ol famine haunted their cabins, and when for endless 
periods they cinched their belts, and cursed and 
went hungry to sleep, accepting, day by day, the 
rations doled_Qu±-to them by the grim, gTcy man at 

' . s . tore - . Sorae of them had money-belts 

weighted low with gold washed from the bars at 
rorty Mile, and there were others who had wandered 
m from the Koyukuk with the first frosts, foot-sore 
and dragging the legs of their skin boots eaten to 

mon^ e, R n t thC d °S meat stiU in their 

Br u k t n and dls P irited * these had fared 
well through that desperate winter as their brothers 
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from up-river, and received pound for pound of 
musty flour, strip for strip of rusty bacon, lump for 
lump of precious sugar. Moreover, the price of no 
single thing had risen throughout the famine. 

Some of them, to this day, owed bills at O ld M ap^ 
Gale' s, of which they dared not think ; but every 1 ' i 
fall and every spring they came again and told of 
their disappointment, and every time they fared 
back into the hills bearing another outfit, for which 
he rendered no account, not even when the debts 
grew year by year, not even to ‘No Creek ' Lee, 
the most unlucky of them all, who said that a curse 
lay on him so that when a pay-streak heard him 
coming it got up and moved away and hid itself. 

There were some who had purposely shirked a 
reckoning, in years past, but these were few, and 
their finish had been of a nature to discourage a 
similar practice on the part of others, and of a nature,al 
moreover, to lead good men to care for the trader 
and for his methods. He mixed in no man’s business, 
he took and paid his dues unfalteringly. He spoke 
in a level voice, and he smiled^but rarely. He 
gazed at a stranger once and weighed him care¬ 
fully, thereafter his eyes sought the distances again, 
as if in search of some visitor whom he knew or 
hoped or feared would come. Therefore, men 
judged he had lived as strong men five, and were glad 
to call him friend. 

This day he stood in the door of his post staring 
up the sun-lit river, absorbing the warmth of the ^ 
Arctic afternoon. The Yukon swept down around 
the great bend beneath the high, cut banks and past 
the little town, disappearing behind the wooded [f 
point below, which masked the up-coming steamers 
till one heard the sighing labour of their stacks before 
he saw their smoke. It was a muddy, rushing 
giant, bearing a burden of sand and silt, so that 
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one might hear it hiss and grind by stooping at 
its edge to listen ; but the slanting sun this afternoon 
made it appear like a boiling flood of molten gold 
which issued silently out of a land of mystery and 
^ vanished into a valley of forgetfulness. At least 
so the trader fancied, and found himself wishing 
that it might carry away on its bosom the heavy 
trouble which weighed him down, and bring in its 
place forgetfulness of all that had gone before. In¬ 
stead, however, it seemed to hurry with news of 
those strange doings “ up-river," news that every 
down-coming steamboat verified. For years he had 
known that some day this tiling would happen, 
that some day this isolation would be broken, that 
some day great hordes of men would overrun this 
unknown land, bringing with them that which he 
4 feared to meet, that which had made nim what he 
was. And now that the time had come, he was 
.. unprepared. 

The sound of shouting caused him to turn his head. 
Down-stream, a thousand yards away, men were 
raising a flag-staff made from the trunk of a slender 
fir, from which the bark had been stripped, heaving 
on their tackle as they sang in unison. They stood 
well out upon the river’s bank before a group of 
well-made houses, the peeled timbers of which shone 
yellow in the sun. He noted the symmetrical 
arrangement of the buildings, noted the space about 
,* them that had been smoothed for a drill-ground, 
and from which the stumps had been removed ; 
noted that the men wore suits of blue ; and noted, in 
P^cular, the figure of an officer commanding them. 

The lines about the trader's mouth deepened, and 
his heavy brows contracted. 

That means the law, ' he murmured, half aloud, 
while in lus voice was no trace of pleasure, nor of 
that interest which good men are wont to show at 

i * 
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sight of the flag. * The last frontier is gone. The f 
trail ends here ! * \ 

He stood so, meditating sombrely, till the fragment 
of a song hummed lightly by a girl fell pleasantly j 
on his ears, whereupon the shadows vanished from C^jj 
his face, and he turned expectantly, the edges of his 
teeth showing beneath his moustache, the corners 
of his eyes wr inklin g with pleasure. 

The sight was good to him, for the girl approaching 
down the trail was like some wood sprite, light- 
footed, slender, and dark, with twin braids of hair 
to her waist framing an oval face coloured by the 
wind and sun. She was very beautiful, and a great 
fever surged up through the old man’s veins, till 
he gripped the boards at his side and bit.sharply 
at the pipe between his teeth. 

1 The salmon-berries are ripe, ' she announced, ^ 

* and the hills back of the village are pink with them. 

I took Constantine’s squaw with me, and we picked 
quarts and quarts. I ate them all ! ' 

He r la ught er w as like the tinkle of silver bells. 

Her head, thrown badT“as’*sEe laughed gayly, dis¬ 
played a throat rounded and full and smooth, and 
tanned to the hue of her wind-beaten cheeks. Every 
move of her graceful body was unrestrained and 
flowing, with a hint of Indian freedom about it. 
Beaded and trimmed like a native princess, her 
garments manifested an ornature that spoke of 
savagery, yeffHey were neatly cut and held to the 
pattern of the whites. ** 

‘ Constantine was drunk again last night, and I 
had to give him a talking to when we came back. 

Oh, but I laid him out 1 He’s frightened to death 
of me when I'm angry.’ 

She furrowed her b row in a scowl—-the daintiest, 
most ridiculous pucker of a brow that ever man saw— 
and drew her red lips into an angry pout as she 
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recounted her temperance talk till the ^trader 
broke in, his voice very soft, his grey-blue eyes as 
tender as thos e of a woman : 

^ ^ii_,i ~ " ^ ^*• — ■ 

‘ It’s good to have you home again, Necia. The 
old sun don’t shine as bright when you're away, 
and when it rains it seems like the moss and the 
grass and the little trees was crying for you. 1 
reckon everything weeps when you’re gone, girl, \ 
everything except your old dad, and sometimes he 
feels like he’d have to bust out and join the rest of 
them.’ 

He seated himself upon the worn spruec-log_ 
steps, and the girl settled beside him and snuggled 
against his knee. 


‘ I missed you dreadfully, daddy,' she said. ' It 
6eemed as if those days at the Mission would never 
end. Father Barnum and the others were very 
kind, and I studied hard, but there wasn't any 
fun in things without you.’ 

I reckon you know as much as a priest, now 
don t you ? ’ 

4 Oh, lots more, ' she said, gravely. * You see 
I am a woman.’ 

He nodded reflectively. * So you are 1 I keep 
forgetting that.’ F 

Their faces were set towards the west, where the 
low sun hung over a ragged range of hills topped 
with everlasting white. The great valley, dark with 
an untrodden wilderness of birch and spruce and 
alder, lay on this side, sombre and changeless, like 
a great, dark-green mat too large for its resting- 
place, its edges turned up towards the line of unmelt- 
mg snow. Beyond were other ranges thrust skv- 

m •*, ma S mfice nt confusion, while still to the 
farther side lay the purple valley of the Kovukuk 
a valley that called insistently to restless men 
welcoming them in the spring, and sending them 
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back in the late summer tired and haggard with the 
hunger of the North. Each year a tithe remained 
behind, the toll of the trackless places, but the rest 
went back again and again, and took new brothers 
with them. 

‘ Did you like the books I sent you with Poleon 
when he went down to the coast ? I borrowed them 
from Shakespeare George.' 

The girl laughed. ‘ Of course I did—that is, all 
but one of them.’ 

4 Which one ? ' 

‘ I think it was called The Age of Reason, or some¬ 
thing like that. I didn't get a good look at it, for 
Father Bamum shrieked when Tie "saw it, then 
snatched it as if it were afire. He carried it down 
to the river with the tongs/ 

* H'm 1 Now that I think of it, ' said the old 
man, 4 Shakespeare grinned when he gave it to me. 
You see, Poleon ain't much better on the read than 
I am, so we never noticed what kind of a book it 
w r as. ’ 

4 When will Poleon get back, do you suppose ? ' 

* Most any day now, unless the Dawson dance- 
halls are too much for him. It won't take him 
long to sell our skins if what I hear is true.' 

4 What is that ? ' 

‘ About these Cheechakos. They say there are 
thousands of tenderfeet up there, and more coming 
in every day.’ 

‘ Oh 1 If I had only been here in time to go with 
him ! ’ breathed the girl. 4 I never saw a city. It 
must be just like Seattle, or New York.' 

Gale shook his head. 4 No. There’s considerable 
difference. Some time I’ll take you out to the 
States, and let you see the world—maybe.' He 
uttered the last word in an undertone, as if in self¬ 
debate, but the girl was too excited to notice. 



THE LAST FRONTIER 13 


* 


* You will take mother, too, and the kiddies, won't 
you ? ’ 

* Of course 1' 

* Oh 1 I—I-' The attempt to express what 

this prospect meant to her was beyond her girlish 
rapture, but her parted lips and shining eyes told 
the story to Gale. ‘ And Poleon must go, too. 
We can’t go anywhere without him.' The old man 
smiled down upon her in reassurance. ‘ I wonder 
what he'll say when he finds the soldiers have corne. 
I wonder if he’ll like it.’ 

Gale turned his eyes down-stream to the barracks, 
and noted that the long flag-staff had at last been 
erected. Even as he looked he saw a bundle mount¬ 
ing towards its tip, and then behold the Stars 
and Stripes flutter out in the air, while the men 
below cheered noisily. It was some time before he 
answered. 


Poleon Doret is like the rest of us men up here 
in the North. We have taken care of ourselves so 
far, and I guess we re able to keep it up without 
the help of a smooth-faced Yankee kid for guardian.* 
f ‘ Lieutenant Burrell isn't a Yankee, ’ said Necia. 

He is a blue-grass man. He comes from Ken¬ 
tucky.’ 

Her father grunted contemptuously. ‘ I might 

have known it. Those rebels are a cultus, lazy lot. 

A regular male man with any ginger in him would 

shed his coat and go to work, instead of wearing his 

clothes buttoned up all day. It don't take 

much savvy ' to run a handful of thirteen-dollar-a- 

month soldiers.’ Necia stirred a bit restlessly, and 

the trader continued : ‘ It ain't man’s work it's_ 

loafing. If he tries to boss us he'll get quite a 
surprise. * 


. ‘ H . e r n ;‘ tr y \° boss you. He has been sent 
here to build a military post, and to protect the 
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miners in their own self-government. He won't take 

any part in their affairs as long as they are conducted 
peaceably/ 

Being at a loss for an answer to this unexpected 
defence, the old man grunted again, with added 
coj tempt, while his daughter continued : 

i his rush to the upper country has brought in all 
sons of people, good, bad—and worse; and the 
so idlers have been sent to prevent trouble, and to 
he ld things steady till the law can be established. 

' e Canadian Mounted Police are sending all their 
worst characters down-river, and our soldiers have 
been scattered among the American camps for our 
protection. I think it's fine.' 

‘ Where did you learn all this ? ’ 

Lieutenant Burrell told me, ' she replied ; at 
which her father regarded her keenly. She could 
not see the curious look in his eyes, nor did she turn 

"hen, a moment later, he resumed, in an altered 
tone : 

‘ I reckon Poleon will bring you something pretty 
from Dawson, eh ? ’ 

* hie has never failed to bring me presents, no 
matter where he came from. Dear old Poleon I ' 
She smiled tenderly. ‘ Do you remember that first 
day when he drifted, singing, into sight around the 
bend up yonder ? He had paddled his birch-bark 
from the Chandelar without a thing to eat ; hunger 
and hardship only made him the happier, and the 
closer he drew his belt the louder he sang.’ 

‘ He was bound for his " New Country " ! ' 

‘ Yes. He didn’t know' where it lay, but the fret 
for travel was on him, and so he drifted and sang, as 
he had drifted and sung from the foot of Lake Le 
Barge.' 

* That was four years ago, ’ mused Gale, * and he 
never found his * New Country, ' did he ? ' 
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' No. We tied him down and choked it out of 
him,' Necia laughed. 1 Dear, funny old Poleon— 
he loves me like a brother.’ 

The man opened his lips, then closed them, as if 
on second thought, and rose to his feet, for, coming 
towards them up the trail from the barracks, he 
beheld a trim, blue-coated figure. He peered at 
the approaching officer a moment, set his jaw more 
firmly, and disappeared into the store. 

‘ Well, we have raised our flag-staff,' said the Lieu¬ 
tenant as he took a seat below Necia. ‘ It's like 
getting settled to keep house.’ 

' Are you lazy ? ’ inquired the girl. 

‘ I dare say I am,’ he admitted. ‘ I’ve never had 
time to find out. Why ? ' 

Are you going to boss our people around ? ' she 
continued, bent on her own investigation. 

* ‘No. Not as long as they behave. In fact, I 
hardly know what I am to do. Maybe you can tell 
me. His smile was peculiarly frank and winning. 

You see, it smy first command, and my instructions, 
although comprehensive, are rather vague. 1 am 
supposed to see that mining rights are observed, 
to take any criminals who kindly offer themselves 
up to be arrested, and to sort of handle things that 
are too tough for the miners themselves.' 

Why, you are a policeman 1 ’ said Necia, at 
which he made a wry face. 

' The Department, in its wisdom, would have me 

• ? Underfoot, adjust those things that are too knotty 

frontier^ ^ Wh ° have Spent their livcs alon g the 

DeonW n Jj belieVe y ° U Wil ! be vei_ y P°P ular with our 
people, Necia announced, meditatively. 

No. I can see that already. 1 wasn’t met with 

any brass-bands, and I haven’t received any engraved 
Silver from the admiring citizens of Flambeau. ^That 
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leaves nothing but the women to like me, and, as you 
are the only one in camp, you will have to like me 
very 7 much to make up for its shortcomings.’ 

She approved of his unusual drawl ; it gave him a 
kind of deliberation which every move of his long, 
lithe body belied and every glance of his eyes con¬ 
tradicted. Moreover, she liked his youth, so clean 
and fresh and strange in this land where old men are 
many and the young ones old with hardship and 
grave with the silence of the hills. Her life had 
been spent entirely among men who were her seniors, 
and, although she had ruled them like a spoiled 
queen, she knew as little of their sex as they did of 
hers. Unconsciously the strong young life within 
her had clamoured for companionship, and it was this 
that had drawn her to Poleon Doret—who would ever 
remain a boy—and it was this that drew her to the 
young Kentuckian ; this, and something else in 
him, that the others lacked. 

' Now that I think it over,’ he continued, * I’d 
rather have you like me than have the men do so.’ 

‘ Of course,’ she nodded. ‘ They do anything I 
want them to—all but father, and-’ 

‘ It isn’t that,’ he interrupted, quickly. ‘ It is be¬ 
cause you are the only woman of the place, because 
you are such a surprise. To think that in the heart 
of this desolation I should find a girl like—like you, 
like the girls I know at home.’ 

‘ Am I like other girls ? ’ she inquired, eagerly. * I 
have often wondered.’ 

‘ You are, and you are not. You are surprisingly 
conventional for these surroundings, and yet uncon¬ 
ventionally surprising—for any place. Who are 
you ? Where did you come from ? How did you 
get here ? ’ 

‘ I am just what you see. I came from the States, 
and I was carried. That is all I can remember/ 
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' Then you haven’t lived here always ? ' 

‘Oh, dear, no! We came here while I was very 
little, but of late I have been away at schooL’ 

‘ Some seminary, eh ? 

At this she laughed aloud. “ Hardly that, either. 
I’ve been at the Mission. Father Barnum has been 
teaching me for five years. I came up-river a day 
ahead of you.’ 

She asked no questions of him in return, for she 


had already learned all there was to know the day 
before from a grizzled corporal in whom was the 
hunger to talk. She had learned of a family of 
Burrells whose name was known throughout the 
South, and that Meade Burrell came from the Frank¬ 
fort branch, the branch that had raised the soldiers. 
His father had fought with Lee, and an uncle was 
now in the service at Washington. On the mother’s 
side the strain was equally militant, but the Meades 
had sought the sea. The old soldier had told her 
much more, of which she understood little * told 
her of the young man's sister, who had come all the 
way from Kentucky to see her brother off when he 
sailed from San Francisco ; told her of the Lieuten¬ 
ant s many fnends in Washington, and of his family 
name and honour. Meade Burrell was undoubtedly 
a fine young fellow in his corporal's eyes, and destined 
to reach great heights, as the other Burrells had 
before him. The old soldier, furthermore, had 
looked at her keenly and added that the Burrells were 
Known as divils among the weemen.’ 

° n the ste P s of 01d Man Gale’s store, 
he two talked on till they were disturbed by the 

looked 0 !,n hr ‘r VOlCeS *PP roachin g. at which the man 
ooked up. Coming down the trail from the town 

f f!? UaW and two child ren. At sight of Necia 
the httle ones shouted gleefully and scampered 

forward, climbing over her like half-grown puppies. 
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They were boy and girl, both brown as Siwashes, 
with eye? like jet beads and hair that was straight 
and coarse and black. At a glance Burrell knew 
them for ‘ breeds,’ and evidently the darker half 
was closer to the surface now, for they choked, gur¬ 
gled, stuttered, and coughed in their Indian tongue, 
while Necia answered them likewise. At a word 
from her they turned and saw him, then, abashed 
at the strange splendour of his uniform, fell silent, 
pressing close to her. The squaw, also, seemed to 
resent his presence, for, after a lowering glance, 
she drew the shawl closer about her head, and, 
leaving the trail, slunk out of sight around the corner 
of the store. 

Burrell looked up at his companion’s clear-cut, 
delicate face, at the wind-tanned cheeks, against 
which her long braids lay like the blue-black locks of 
an Egyptian maid, then at her warm, dark eyes, in 
which was a hint of the golden light of the afternoon 
sun. He noted covertly the slender lines of her body 
and the dainty, firm, brown hands flung protectingly 
about the shoulders of-her little friends, wiio w'ere 
peering at him owlishly from their shelter. 

The bitter revolt that had burned in him at the 
prospect of a long exile in this undiscovered spot 
died out suddenly'. What a picture she made ! How 
fresh and flower-like she looked, and yet the wisdom 
of her ! He spoke impulsively : 

‘ i am glad you are here, Miss Necia. I w'as 
glad the moment I savj you, and I have been 
growing gladder ever since, for I never imagined \ 
there would be anybody in*this place but men and 
squaws—men who hate the law and squaws who 
slink about—like that.' He^nodded in the direction 
of the Indian woman's disappearance. 4 Either that, 
or, at best, a few 4 breeds ' like these little fellows.' 

She looked at him quickly. 
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' Well I What difference would that make ?' 

‘ Ugh l Squaws and half-breeds 1 ' His tone 
conveyed in full his utter contempt. 

The tiny hands of the boy and girl slid into her own 
>as she arose. A curiously startled look lay in her 
eyes, and an inquiring, plaintive wrinkle came 
between her brows. 

* I don’t believe you understand,' she said. * Lieu¬ 
tenant Burrell, this is my sister, Molly Gale, and this 
is my little brother John.' Both round-eyed elfs 
made a ducking courtesy and blinked at the soldier, 
who gained his feet awkwardly, a flush rising into his 
cheeks. 

From the regions at the rear of the store came the 
voice of an Indian woman calling : 

‘ Necia 1 Necia ! ’ 

t ‘ Coming in a moment,' the girl called back ; then, 
turning to the young officer, she added, quietly : 
‘ Mother needs me now. Good-bye l ’ 


CHAPTER II 


POLEON DORET’S HAND IS QUICKER THAN HIS TONGUB 

T HE trader’s house sat back of the post, 
farther up on the hill. It was a large, sleepy 
house, sprawling against the sunny side of the slope, 
as if it had sought the southern exposure for warmth, 
and had dozed off one sultry afternoon and never 
waked up from its slumber. It was of great, square- 
hewn timbers, built in the Russian style, the under 
side of each log hollowed to fit snugly over its fellow 
underneath, upon which dried moss had previously 
been spread, till in effect the foot-thick walls were 
tongued and grooved and, through years of seasoning, 
become so tinder dry that no frosts or heats could 
penetrate them. Many architects had worked on it 
as it grew, room by room, through the years, and 
every man had left behind the mark of his individual¬ 
ity, from Pretty Charlie the pilot, who swu^g an 
axe better than any Indian on the river, to Larsen 
the ship’s carpenter, who worked with an adze and 
who starved the summer following on the Koyukuk. 
It had stretched a bit year by year, for the trader’s 
family had been big in the early days when hunters 
and miners of both breeds came in to trade, 
to loaf, and to swap stories with him. Through 
the winter days, when the caribou were in the North 
and the moose were scarce, whole families of natives 
came and camped there, for Alluna, his squaw, 
drew to her own blood, and they felt it their due 
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to eat of the bounty of him who ruled them like an 
overlord ; but when the first goose honked they 
slipped away until, by the time the salmon showed, 
the house was empty again and silent, save for 
Alluna and the youngsters. In return these people 
brought him many skins and much fresh meat, for 
which he paid no price, and, with the fall, his cache 
was filled with fish of which the bulk were dried 


king salmon as long as a grown man’s leg and worth 
a dollar apiece to any traveller. 

There are mexL-wfi ose wits arc q uick as light, and 
whose muscles have been so tempcred-and hardened 
by years of exercise that they are like those of a wild 
pimal. Of such was John Gale ; but with all his 
intelligence he was very slow at reading, hence he 
chose to spend his evenings with his pipe and his 
thoughts, rather than with a book, as lonesome men 
are supposed to do. He did with little sleep, and 
many nights he sat alone till Alluna and Necia would 
be awakened by his heavy step as he went to his bed. 
That he was a man who could really think, and that 
his thoughts were engrossing, no one doubted who 
saw him sitting enthralled at such a time, for he 
neither rocked, nor talked, nor moved a muscle hour 
after hour, and only his eyes were alive. To-night 
the spell was on him again, and he sat bulked up in 
his chair, rocklike and immovable. 

, Fr °™ the °P en d oor of the next room he could 
Necia ai }d the little ones. She had made them 

sn^ y bW's be S pot and Wa3 teUing them thC tale ° f the 

' So when all the other birds had failed,’ he heard 

trv ft' 6 hU 'i e „ snowbird a*ked for a chance to 
I?’ , He ® c ' v and flew, and just before he came to 
he edge of the world where the two Old Women lived 
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' *’ 1 am very cold. May I warm myself at your 
ti e ? ” 

Thev saw how Little and naked he was, and how 
he shivered., sc they did not throw sticks at him, but 
allowed him to creep close. He watched his chance, ^ 
and when they were not looking he picked up a red- 
hot coal in his beak and flew back home with it as 
fast as ever he could—and that is how fire came to 
t e Indian people. 

‘ Of course the coal was hot, and it burned liis 
throat till a drop of blood came through, so ever 
since that day the snowbird has had a red spot on 
his throat,’ 

The two children spoke out in their mother’s 
tongue, clamouring for the story of the Good Beaver 
who saved the hunter’s life, and she began, this time 
in the language of the Yukon people, while Gale 
listened to the low music of her voice, muffled and * 
broken by the log partition. 

His squaw came in, her arrival unannounced ex¬ 
cept by the scuff of her moccasins, and seated herself 
against the wall. She did not use a chair, of which 
there were several, but crouched upon a bear-skin 
her knees beneath her chin, her toes a trifle drawn 
together. She sat thus for along time, while Necia 
continued her stories and put the little ones to bed. 
Soon the girl came to say good-night. 

John Gale had never kissed his daughter, and, as 
it was not a custom of her mother s race, she never 
missed the caresses. On rare occasions the old man ± 
romped with the little ones and took them in his arms 
and acted as other fathers act, but he had never 
done these things with her. When she had gone 
he spoke without moving. 

‘ She'll never marry Poleon Doret/ 

‘ Why ? ' inquired Alluna. 

* He ain’t her kind.* 
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* Poleon is a good man.' 

* None better. But she'll marry some—some 
white man.’ 

4 Poleon is white,' the squaw declared. 

* He is and he ain’t. I mean she'll marry an ‘ out¬ 
side ’ man. He ain't good enough, and—well, he 
ain't her kind.' Alluna’s grunt of indignation was 
a sufficient answer to this, but he resumed, jerking 
his head in the direction of the barracks. ‘ She’s 
been talking a lot with this—this soldier.’ 

Him good man, too, 1 guess,’ said the 

wne. 




The hell he is 1 ’ cried the trader, fiercely, 
don’t mean any good to her.’ 

Him got a woman, eh ? ' said the other. 

No, no ! I reckon he's single all right, but you 
don t unders^. He’s different from us people. 

nes nes- Gale paused, at a loss for words to 

convey his meaning. ‘ Well, he ain’t the kind that 
would marry a half-breed.’ 

Alluna pondered this cryptic remark unsuccess- 

continued 7** ^ Seek ' ng ‘ tS S ° lution wllen her ^ 

all" of S us.’ really g0t t0 l0Vine him h wouW be bad for 
Evidently Alluna read some hidden meaning b ick 

excited or farmed “ accustomed d « when 

is to^'grea^ BeltfrTat ^ Vn ^ The risk 
too late.' U th t you ^ 111111 before it is 

said the trader. 

imistedand ‘encoded t “t? °! me ’’ the 
" Why not ? ’ SoonThf ^ y t hls .* Jence . continued : 

river runs swiftly andi ^ grow dark - The 

wuuy, and it never gives up its dead. I 
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can do it if you dare not. No one would suspect 
me.' 

Gale rose and laid his big hand firmly on her 
shoulder. 

Don t talk like that. There has been too much 
blood let already. We’ll allow things to run along 
a bit as the}' are. There’s time enough to worry.' 

He rose, but instead of going to his room he strode 
out of the house and walked northward up the trail, 
passing through the town and out of sight. Alluna 
sat huddled up in the doorway, her shawl drawn 
close about her head, and waited for him until the 
late sun—which at this time of year revolves in a 
great circle overhead—dipped down below the dis¬ 
tant mountains for the midnight hour, then rolled 
slanting out again a few points farther north, to begin 
its long journey anew ; but he did not return. At 
last she crept stiffly indoors, like an old and weary 
woman, the look of fright still staring in her eyes. 

About nine o’clock the next morning a faint and 
long-drawn cry came from the farthest limits of the 
little camp. An instant later it was echoed closer, 
and then a dog began to howl. Before its voice 
had died away another took it up sadly, and within 
;hree breaths, from up and down the half-mile of 
scanty water-front,came the cry of 4 Steam-bo-o-a-t I' 
Cabin doors opened and men came out, glanced up 
the stream and echoed the call, while from sleepy 
nooks and sun-warmed roofs wolf-dogs arose,yawning 
and stretching. Those who had slept late dressed 
as they hurried towards the landing-place, joining in 
the plaint, till men and malamutes united in the 
shrill, slow cry. 

Down-stream came the faint-sighing whoof-whoof 
of a steamer, and then out from behind the bend she 
burst, running on the swift spring current with the 
speed of a deer. She blew hoarsely before the tardy 


1 


POLEON DORET’S HAND 


25 


ones had reached the bank, and when abreast of the 
town her bell clanged, the patter of her great wheel 
ceased, she reversed her engines and swung gracefully 
till her bow was up against the current, then ploughed 
back, inching in slowly until, with much shouting 
and the sound of many gongs, she slid her nose 
quietly into the bank beneath the trading-post and 
was made fast. Her cabin-deck was lined with 
passengers, most of whom were bound for the ' out¬ 
side,’ although still clad in mackinaw and overalls. 
They all gazed silently at the hundred men of Flam¬ 
beau, who stared back at them till the gang-plank 
was placed, when they came ashore to stretch their 
legs. One of them, however, made sufficient noise 
to make up for the silence of the others. Before 
the steamer had grounded he appeared among the 
Si wash deck-hands, his head and shoulders towering 
above them, his white teeth gleaming from a face 
as dark as theirs, shouting to his friends ashore and 
pantomiming his delight to the two Gale children 
who had come with Alluna to welcome him. 


‘ Who’s dose beeg, tall people w’at stan’ ’longside 
of you, Miz Gale ? ’ he called to her ; then, shading 
h.s e ye3 elaborately he cried, in a great voice! 

Wali wall I bheve dat's M'sieu Jean an’ 
Mam seUe MoUee. Ba Gar I Dey get so beeg w'ile 
l m gone 1 don know dein no more ! ’ 


The youthful Gales wriggled at this delicious flat¬ 
tery and dug their tiny moccasined toes into the 
sand. Molly curtsied nervously and continuously 
as she clung to her mother, and the boy showed 
a gap where two front teeth had been and was now 
tiUed by a very pink tongue. 

en you goin’ stop grow, anyhow, you two eh ? * 

conttnned th e Frenchman, and then, i'/a tone of sad- 

ne.s . If I t ink you ack lak’ dis, Hdon’ biiVt all 
ese present. Dese t'ing ain’ no good for ole folks, 

V, 'S KZC- . 
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I guess I’ll t’row dem away.' He made as if to 
heave a bundle that he carried into the river, where¬ 
upon the children shrieked at him so shrilly that he 
laughed long and incontinently at the success of his 
sallv. 

J 

Lieutenant Burrell had come with the others, for 
the arrival of a steamboat called for the presence of 
every soul in camp, and, spying Necia in the out¬ 
skirts of the crowd, he took his place beside her. He 
felt constrained, after what had happened on the pre¬ 
vious evening, but she seemed to have forgotten the 
episode, and greeted him with her usual frankness. 
Even had she remembered it. there was nothing he 
could say in explanation or in apology. He had lain 
awake for hours thinking of her, and had fallen 
asleep with her still in his mind, for the revelation of 
her blood had come as a shock to him, the full force 
of which he could not appreciate until he had given 
himself time to think of it calmly. 

He had sprung from a race of slave-holders, from 
a land where birth and breed are more than any other 
thing, where a drop of impure blood effects an in¬ 
eradicable stain ; therefore the thought of this girl’s 
ignoble parentage was so repugnant to him that the 
more he pondered it the more pitiful it seemed, the 
more monstrous. Lying awake and thinking of her in 
the stillness of his quarters, it had seemed a very 
unfortunate and a very terrible thing. During his 
morning duties the vision of her had been fresh be¬ 
fore him again, and his constant contemplation of 
the matter had wrought a change in his attitude to¬ 
wards the girl, of which he was uncomfortably con¬ 
scious and which he was glad to see she did not 
perceive. 

‘ There are some of the lucky men from El Dorado 
Creek,' she informed him, pointing out certain people 
on the deck. * They are going out to the States to 
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get something to eat. They say that nothing like 
those mines have ever been heard of in the world. I 
wish father had gone up last year when the news 
came.’ 

* Why didn’t he ? ' asked the Lieutenant. ‘ Surely 
he must have been among the first to learn of it.' 

‘ Yes. “ Stick ” George sent him word a year ago 
last fall, when he made the first discovery, but for 
some reason father wouldn’t go.’ 

The men were pouring off the boat now, and 
through the crowd came the tall Frenchman, bearing 
in the hollow of each arm a child who clasped a bun¬ 
dle to its breast. His eyes grew brighter at sight of 
Necia, and he broke into a flood of patois ; they fairly 
bombarded each other with quick questions and frag¬ 
mentary answers till she remembered her companion, 
who had fallen back a pace and was studying the 
newcomer, whereupon she turned. 

‘ °. h * * for S ot my manners. Lieutenant Burrell 
this is Napoleon Doret-^our Poleon ! ’ she added, 
with proud emphasis. 

c u° ret checked his volubility and stared at the 

he a PP eared to s ee for the first time, 
the little brown people in his arms stared likewise 

fn tich oTtte ^ BurreU tha ‘ a certain distrust was 

the mil h hree palrs of e y es - oni y >n those ot 

looted him*n WaS "° S . lyn , ess ' Inst ead, the Canadian 
looted him over gravely from head to heel, seeming 

to note each point of the unfamiliar attiie ; then hi 

nqrnred, without removing his glance : 

. " . ere b °uts you live, eh ? ’ 

• W-at C biln^- P ° St y ° nd f r ’' said the Lieutenant. 

, ' at bizness-e you work at ? ’ 

I am a soldier.’ 

roun y dL f0 pla y c°e“ C ° me >ere ? Dere ' S nobod y %ttin’ 

‘ The Lieutenant has been stationed here, foolish ■ 
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said Necia. * Come up to the store quick and tell 
me what it's like at Dawson.’ With a farewell nod 
to Burrell, she went off with Doret, whose speech 
was immediately released again. 

In spite of the man’s unfriendliness, Burrell "1 
watched him with admiration. There were no heels 
to his tufted fur boots, and yet he stood a good six 
feet two, as straight as a pine sapling, and it needed 
no second glance to tell of what metal he was made. 
.His spirit showed in his whole body, in the set of his 
head, and, above all, in his dark, warm face, which 
glowed with eagerness when he talked, and that 
was ever—-when he was not singing. 

‘ I never see so many people since I lef' Quebec,’ 
he was saying. * She's jus' lak’ beeg city—mus’ be 
t'ree, four t’ousan’ people. Every day some more 
dey come, an’ all night dey dance an’ sing an' drink 
w'iskee. Ba gosh, dat's fine place 1 ' v 

* Are there lots of white women ? ’ asked the girl. 

‘ Yes, two, t’ree hondred. Mos’ of dem is work in 

dance-halls. Dere's one fine gal I see, name’ Marie 
Bourgette. I tell you 'bout her by an' bye.' 

‘ Oh, Poleon, you’re in love 1 ' cried Necia. 

* No, siree 1 ' he denied. ‘ Dere's none of dem gal 
look half so purty lak' you.' He would have said 
more, but spying the trader at the entrance of the 
store, he went to him, straightway launching into the 
details of their commercial enterprise, which, happily, 
had been most successful. Before they could finish, 
the crowd from the boat began to drift in, some of ^ 
them buying drinks at the bar and others making 
purchases of tobacco and so forth, but for the main 

part merely idling about curiously. 

Among the merchandise of the Post there were for 
sale a scanty assortment of fire-arms, cheap shot¬ 
guns, and a Winchester or two, displayed m a rack 
behind the counter in a manner to attract the eye of 
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such native hunters as might need them, and with 
the rest hung a pair of Colt’s revolvers. One of the 
new arrivals, who had separated from the others at 
the front, now called to Gale : 

Are those Colts for sale ? Mine was stolen the 
other day.’ Evidently he was accustomed to Yukon 
prices, for he showed no surprise at the figure the 
trader named, but took the guns and tested each of 
them, whereupon the old man knew that here was no 
Cheechako,' as tenderfeet are known in the North, 
although the man's garb had deceived him at first 
glance. The stranger balanced the weapons, one in 
either hand, then he did the 1 double roll' neatly, 
following which he executed a move that Gale had 
not witnessed for many years. He extended one of 
the guns, butt foremost, as if surrendering it, the 
actmn being free and open, save for tlie fact that 
tus forefinger was crooked and thrust through the 
tr^ger-guarf ; then with the slightest jerk of the 
vmst, the gun spun about, the handle jumped into his 

tTme ’ titter tlT * ^ had praCt ‘ Sed hours Ta 

by 'Toeing upward sha^lywhen t^TraderliuglTed 1 
box T o h r “trife- ^ nght/ he — : • tfve m h : d a 

and ' 1115 R ?' d - sack in payment for the 
and ammumtion. then remarked : 

I’d take P th e em y £££? de “» me ' If 1 had ‘he price 

spe^dMs^rfet'doU in * UCcd this { <^w to 
nothing untu^hem^^ but he said 

buttons of his vest ed s hoooH ?r ened the bottom 

band of his trousem In 1 ‘ ! W ^ P ° n inside tb e 

‘he edge of his waistcoat.'' te 
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* Bound for the outside ? 

‘ No. I’m locating here.’ 

The trader darted a quick glance at him. He did 
not like this man. 

* There ain’t much doing in this camp; it's a pretty 
poor place,' he said, guardedly. 

‘ I ii put in with you, from its looks,' agreed the 
other. ‘ It’s got too many soldiers to be worth a 
damn.' He snarled this bitterly, with a peculiar 
leering lift of his lip, as if his words tasted badly. 

‘ Most of the boys are going up-river,' said Gale. 

* Well, those hills look as if they had gold in them,' 
said the stranger, pointing vaguely. ‘ I'm going to 
prospect.' 

Guie knew instinctively that the fellow was lying, 
for his hands were not those of a miner; but there 
was nothing to be said. His judgment was verified, 
however, when Poleon drew him aside later and ’ 
said: 

‘ You know dat feller ? ' 

‘ No.’ 

‘ He’s bad man.' 

* How do you know ? ’ 

‘ She's leave Dawson dam queeck. Dose Mounted 
Police t'row 'im on de boat jus' before we lef’.' Then 
he told a story that he had heard. The man, it 
seemed, had left Skagway between two suns, upon 
the disruption of Soapy Smith’s band of desperadoes, 
and had made for the interior, but had been intercep¬ 
ted at the Pass by two members of the Citizens' Com- -«« 
mil tee who came upon him suddenly. Pretending 
to yield, he had executed some unexpected coup as 
he delivered his gun, for both men fell, shot through 
the body. No one knew just what it was he did, nor 
cared to question him overmuch. The next heard of 
him was at Lake Bennett, over the line, where the 
Mounted Police recognized him and sent him on. 
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They marked him well, however, and passed him on 
from post to post as they had driven others whose 
records were known ; but he had lost hirnself in the 
confusion at Dawson for a few weeks, until the scarlet- 
coated riders searched him out, disarmed him, and 
forced him sullenly aboard this steamer. The off¬ 
scourings of the Canadian frontier were drifting back 
into their native country to settle. 

Old Man Gale cared little for this, for he had spent 
his life among such men, but as he watched the fel¬ 
low a scheme outlined itself in his head. Evidently 
the man dared not go farther down the river, for there 
was nothing save Indian camps and a Mission or two 
thib side of St. Michael’s, and at that point 
there was a court and many soldiers, where one was 
liable to meet the penalty of past misdeeds hence he 

b^hi^record £*** t0 S? ° P ^ “d udging 

teSSS <£ 

down as a min ^ toe stranger 

been impressed bv Furtherm °re, be had 

of wrist y feU ° W s «markable dexterity 

on T the de^koftlf/f t0 *** d °° r ' “ d - «*ing Burrell 

It ^ a long cWeTut' tOWards 

worth the risk He had th! f f akes were big and 
night previous—in fact fo^ ^ UCh dunn g the 
morning had found X h .° 1 urs —and the 

he took this course. U undecided » wherefore 

here,’ he beg^T abrapdv'h™ *° ke f p laW and order 
man aside. ' pUy ' baying drawn the young 

tbey^e e so a va^ y e ^ mCtl ° nS -' said BurreU, • but 
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‘ Well! This camp is bigger than it was an hour * 
ago, and it ’ain’t improved any in the growth. Yon¬ 
der goes the new citizen.' He pointed to the 
stranger, who had returned to the steamer for his bag¬ 
gage, and was descending the gang-plank beneath ^ 
them, a valise in each hand. 4 He’s a thief and a 
murderer, and we don't want him here. Now, it’s 
up to you.' 

4 I don’t understand,’ said the Lieutenant, where¬ 
upon the trader told him Doret's tale. 4 You and 
your men were sent here to keep things peaceable,’ he 
concluded, 4 and I reckon when a man is too tough 
for the Canuck police he is tough enough for you to 
tackle. There ain’t a lock and key in the camp, and 
we ain’t had a killing or a stealing in ten years. 
We’d like to keep it that way.' 

4 Well—you see—I know nothing of that shooting 
affray, so I doubt if my authority would permit me 
to interfere,' the soldier mused, half to himself. 

* I allowed you were to use your own judgment,' 
6aid the elder man. 

4 So I am, I suppose. There is one chance, Mr. 
Gale. If you’ll back me up I’ll send him on down 
to St. Michael's. That is the most I can do.’ 

The Lieutenant outlined his plan, and as he went 
on the trader nodded approval. 

The young man gazed back at him so squarely, his 
eyes were so pleasant and friendly, his whole person 
breathed such straight-up honesty and freshness, that 
shame arose in the old man, and he had hard shift to^i 
keep his glance from wavering. Without forethought 

he answered, impulsively : 

4 He's desperate and he's dangerous. I sold him a 
‘*45 ” just now.’ He was about to tell him where the 
man wore it, and to add a word concerning his dex¬ 
terity with the gun, when the very fearless delibera¬ 
tion of the youth deterred him. On second thought, 
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Gale yielded to an impulse to wait and see how Meade 
Burrell would act under fire. If the soldier emerged 
scathless, it would give him a line on his character ; 
jif he did not—well, that would be even better. The 
sight of his blue and brass awoke in the elder man 
dread and cowardice, emotions he had never experi¬ 
enced before. Anyhow, he owed it to himself, to 
Necia, and to the others to find out what kind ol 
man this soldier was. 

The crowd was coming back to the steamer, which 
had discharged her few bundles of freight, and there 
was no one inside the log post as they entered except 
Doret and the stranger, who had deposited his bag¬ 
gage at the rear and was talking with the Frenchman 
at the bar. At sight of the Lieutenant he became 
silent, and turned carelessly, although with a di¬ 
strustful stare. Burrell wasted no time. 

‘ Are you going to locate here ? * he began. 

* Yes.’ 


' I notice you go skeleton-rigged,’ the soldier con¬ 
tinued, indicating the man’s baggage. ‘ Pretty 
smaJ] outfit for a miner, isn't it ? ' 

‘ It's plenty for me.’ 

^Have you enough money to buy your season's 

( I guess that’s my business.* 

* FA rd ° n me ’ k m y business also.* 

. Y, 1lat is this-a hold-up ? ' The man laughed 
harshly. a t the same time swinging around till he 
„“ d . hls questioner. Gale noted that his right hand 
novy hung directly over the spot where his suspenders 
butt oned on the right side. The trader mov^ 
aside and took up a position at some distance 
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of everything and where they will be taken care of by 
the government. Mr. Gale has only sufficient pro¬ 
visions to winter the men already in this district.’ 

‘ I can take care of myself,' said the man, angrily^ 

1 whether I’m broke or not, and I don't want any oP 
your interference.’ He shot a quick glance at Poleon 
Doret, but the Frenchman's face was like wood, and 
uis hand still held the neck of the whisky bottle 
he had set out for the stranger before the others 
entered. Gale leaned against the opposite counter, 
his countenance inert but for the eyes, which were 
fixed upon the Lieutenant. 

‘Come,’ said the officer, peremptorily, ‘I have 
heard all about you, and you are not the kind of 
citizen we want here, but if you have enough money 
for an outfit I can’t send you away. If you 
haven’t-' 

' I'm broke,' said the man, but at the note in his' 
voice Poleon Doret’s muscles tightened, and Burrell, 
who also read a sinister message in the tone, slid his 
heavy service revolver from its holster beneath his 
coat. 

He had never done this thing before, and it galled 
him. He had never drawn a weapon on a man, and 
this playing at policeman became suddenly most re¬ 
pugnant, stirring in him the uncomfortable feeling 
that he was doing a mean thing, and not only a mean 
thing, but one of which he ought to be heartily 
ashamed. He felt decidedly amateurish, especially 
when he saw that the man apparently intended no^T- 
resistance and made no move. However, he was in 
for it now, and must end as he had begun. 

‘ Give me your gun,’ he said ; “ I’ll unload it and 
give it back to you at the gang-plank.’ 

‘ All right, you've got the upper hand,' said the 
man through lips that had gone white. Drawing his 
weapon from beneath his vest, he presented it to the 


35 


POLEON DORET’S HAND 

officer, butt foremost, hammer underneath. The 
cylinder reposed naturally in the palm of his hand, 
and the tip of his forefinger was thrust through the 
trigger-guard. 

Burrell lowered the barrel of his revolver and put 
out his left hand for the other’s weapon. Suddenly 
the man's wrist jerked the soldier saw a blue flicker 
of sunlight on the steel as it whirled, saw the arm of 
Poleon Doret fling itself across the bar with the 
speed of a striking serpent, heard a smash of break¬ 
ing glass, felt the shock of a concussion, and the 
spatter of some liquid in his face. Then he saw the 
man’s revolver on the floor half-way across the room, 
saw fragments of glass with it, and saw the fellow 
step backward, snatching at the Angers of his right 
hand. A smell of powder smoke and rank whisky 
was in the air. 

There are times when a man’s hand will act more 
swiftly than his tongue. Napoleon Doret had seen 
the manner of the stranger’s surrender of his gun, and 
realizing too late what it meant, had acted. At the 
very instant of the fellow’s treachery, Doret struck 
with his bottle just in time to knock the weapon from 
his hand, but not in time to prevent its discharge. 
The bullet was lodged in the wall a foot from where 
Gale stood. As the stranger staggered back, the 
Frenchman vaulted the bar, but though swift 
as a cat, the soldier, who had also leaped, was before 
him. Aiming a sweeping downward blow with his 
Colt, Burrell clipped the Skagway man just above the 
ear, and he reeled ; then as he fell the officer struck 
wickedly again at his opponent's skull, but Doret 
seized him by the arm. 

Ba Gar, don’t kill 'im twice l ’ 

Burrell wrenched his arm free and turned on Doret 
a face that remained long in the Frenchman’s mem¬ 
ory, a face suffused with fury and convulsed like that 
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of a sprinter at the finish of a race. The two men 
stared at each other over the fallen figure for a brief 
moment, until the soldier gained mastery of him¬ 
self and sheathed his weapon, when Poleon smiled. 

' I spoil' a quart of good w'iskee on you. Dat’s 
wort' five dollar.’ 

The Lieutenant wiped the liquor from his face. 

‘ Quick work, Doret,’ he said. * I owe you one.' 

Gale's face was hidden as he bent over the prostrate 
man, fingering a long and ragged cut which laid the 
fellow's scalp open from back of the ear to the temple, 
but he mumbled something unintelligible. 

* Is he hurt badly ? ' 

* No, you chipped him too low,' said the trader. 

* I told you he was bad.' 

* He's goin' have nice birt’-mark, anyhow,’ said 
Doret, going back of the bar for some water. They ^ 
revived the man, then bound up his injury hastily 
and as the steamer cast off they led him to the bank 
and passed his grip-sacks to a roustabout. He said 
no word as he walked unsteadily up the plank, but 
turned and stared malignantly at them from the 
deck ; then, as the craft swung outward into the 
stream, he grinned through the trickle of blood that 
stole down from beneath his wide hat, if the convul-: 
sive grimace he made could be called a grin, and cried. 

‘ I’d like to introduce myself, for I’m coming back 
to winter with you, Lieutenant ! My name is Run- 
nion.’ And until the steamer was hidden behind the ^ 
bend below they saw him standing there gazing back 
at them fixedly. 

As Burrell left the two men at the store, he gave 
his hand frankly to the French-Canadian, and said, 

while his cheeks flushed : 

* I want to thank you for saving me from my own 

awkwardness.’ 

Doret became even more embarrassed than the 
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Lieutenant at this show of gratitude, and grunted 
churlishly. But when the young man had gone he 
turned to Gale, who had watched them silently, and 
said : 

* He’s nice young feller, ole man. Sapre ! Wen 
he’s mad his eye got so red lak’ my ondershirt/ 
But the trader made no reply. 


CHAPTER III 


WITHOUT BENEFIT OF CLERGY 

W HEN the steamer had gone Napoleon Doret 
went to look for Necia, and found her play¬ 
ing with the younger Gales, who revelled in the gifts 
he had brought. Never had there been such a 
surprise. Never had there been such gorgeous 
presents for little folks. This was a land in which 
there were no toys, a country too young for babes ; 
md any one whose youth had been like that of other 
children would have seen a pathos in the joy of these 
two. Poleon had been hard put to it to find any¬ 
thing suitable for his little friends, for although 
there was all manner of merchandise coming into 
Dawson, none of it was designed for tiny people, 

not even clothes. ,_ 

It was evident that he had pleased them, for 

when he appeared they ran at his legs like twin cubs, 

incoherent and noisy, the pleasure within them too 

turbulent for expression. They had never played 

with a tov that Poleon had not built for them, nor 

worn a garment that AUuna had not made This, 

then, was a day of revelations, for the first thing - 

they beheld upon opening their packs was a pair of 

rubber boots for each. They were ladies knee- 

boots, the smallest size in stock, but the Gales 

entered them bodily, so to speak, moccasins and 

all, clear to their hips, like the waders that duck- 

hunters use. When they ran they fell down and 
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out of them, but their pride remained upright and 
serene, for were not these like the bools that Poleon 
wore, and not of Indian make, with foolish beads 
on them ? Next, the youthful, heir had found a 
■Straw hat of strange and wondrous fashion, with a 
brim like a board and a band of blue, which Poleon 
had bought from a college man who had retained 
this emblem of his past to the final moment. Like 
the boots, it was much too large for little John, and 
hard to master, but it made a brave display, as did 
a red cravat, which covered his front like a base¬ 
ball catcher’s harness. Molly had also two sets 
of side-combs, gorgeously ornamented with glass 
diamonds, and a silver-handled tooth-brush, with 
which she scrubbed the lame puppy. This puppy 

had three legs and the mange, and he was her 
particular pride. 

• _ There were certain other things, the use of which 
they did not understand, like queer-smelling, soft, 
yellow balls which Necia said were oranges and 
good to eat, although the skins were leathery and 
very bitter, nor were they nearly so pleasant to the 
nose as the toilet soap, which Nccia would not allow 
them even to taste. Then there was a box of 
chocolate candies such as the superintendent at St. 

SCnt , l !) e ™ CVery s P rin S’ and an atomizer, 
k ?* 1 Necja had filled with Florida W ater. This 

brush 0n the pUppy even better than the tooth- 

- tw e i e ! der girl Iai, S hed gladly as Poleon entered 
though her eyes were wet with the pity of it. ' 

See « n l 1 to brin § sunshine wherever you go,’ 
^ r, d - J hey have ^ver had things to play 

watch 1 them * CF and * makes ery to 

cmn-°' h Ra ^Y« hU T kled ' ‘ dis ain ’ no time for 
ryin. Ba gosh 1 I guess you don' have so 
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much present w’en you was liT gal you'se’f, w'at F 
Mebbe you t'ink I forgot you. Wal, I didn’t/ 

He began to undo the fastenings of a parcel he car¬ 
ried in his arms, for Napoleon Doret had brought 
other things from Dawson besides his gifts to the. 
children. Nccia snatched at the package. 

‘ Don't you dare open it ! Why, that’s half the 
fun.' She was a child herself now, her face flushed 
and her hands a-tremble. Taking the package to the 
table, she hurriedly untied the knots while he stood 
watching her, his teeth showing white against his 
dark face, and his eyes half shut as if dazzled by the 
sight of her. 

‘ Oh, why didn't you tie more knots in it ? ' she 
breathed as she undid the last, and then, opening 
the wrappings slowly, she gasped in astonishment. 
She shook it out gently, reverently—a clinging black 
Jace gown of Paris make. Next she opened a box ancK 
took from it a picture hat, with long jet plumes, 
which she stroked and pressed fondly against her 
face. There were other garments also—a silken 
petticoat, silk stockings, and a pair of high-heeled 
shoes to match, with certain other delicate and 
dainty things which she modestly forbore to inspect 
before the Frenchman, who said no word, but only 


gazed at her, and for whom she had no eyes as yet. 
Finally she laid her presents aside, and, turning to 
him, said, in a hushed, awe-stricken voice : 

‘ It’s all there, everything complete ! Oh, Poleon 
—you dear, dear Poleon ! ' She took his two big 
hands by the thumbs, as had been her custom ' 
since she was a child, and looked up at him, her eyes 


wet with emotion. But she could not keep away 
from the dress for long, and returned to feast her 
eyes upon it, the two children standing beside her, 
sprouting out of their rubber boots, with eye9 and 
mouths round and protruding. 
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' You lak' it, eh ? ’ pressed Poleon, hungry for 
more demonstrative expression. 

‘ Oh-h,’ she sighed, ‘ can’t you see ? Where on 
earth did you get it ? ’ Then suddenly realizing it 3 
value, she cried,‘ Why, it must have cost a fortune ! * 
A quick reproach leaped into her face, but he only 
laughed again. 

‘ Wan night I gamble in beeg saloon. Yes, sir I 
I gamble good dat night, too. For w'ile I play 
roulette, den I dance, den I play some more, an’ by 
an' bye I see a new dance gal. She’s Franche gal, 
from Montreal. Dat’s de one I tol’ you ’bout. Ba 
Gar l She’s swell dress’, too. She’s name’ Marie 
Bourgette.’ 

'Oh, I’ve heard about her,' said Necia. * She 
owns a claim on Bonanza Creek.' 

‘ Sure, she’s frien's wit’ Charlie McCormack, dat 
riche feller, but I don’ know it dis tarn’, so I ask her 
for dance wit’ me. Den we drink a bottle of cham¬ 
pagne—twenty dollar. 

Mamselle,” I say, “ how much you charge for 
sell me dat dress ? ' 


' “ For w’y shall I sell ’im,” she say ; " I don' wear 
im before till to-night, an’ I don’ get no more dress 
lak’ dis for t’ousan' dollar.” ' 


Necia exclaimed excitedly. 

;v ,? or w 'y y° u sel1 ’im ? ’ I say. “ Biccause I’ll 
taK im down to Flambeau for Necia Gale, w’at 
never had no dress lak' dat in all her life.” Wal, sir 
dat Marie Bourgette, she’s hear of you before,’ an' 

your dad, too mos’ all dose Cheechakos know 'bout 
Old Man Gale—so she sav '. 

” ^ at lookin’ kind of gal is dis Necia? " An' I 
telpher all ’bout you. W en I’m t’rough she say : 

But maybe your little frien’ is more bigger as 
I am. Maybe de dress won’t fit.” 6 

“‘Ha! You don’know me. mamselle.” Isay. “I 
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can guess de weight of a caribou to five pounk She’ll 
be same size la'kin' one inch 'roun’ de wais'." 

Poleon Doret,” she say, “ you ain' no Franche- 
«nans to talk lak’ dat. Look here 1 1 can sell dis 

dress for t'ousau’ dollar to-night, or 1 can trade 
'im foi gol’-mine on El Dorado Creek to some dose 
• wede w’at want to catch a gal, but I’m goin’ sell 
’im to you for t’ree hondred dollar, jus' w’at I pay 
for 'im. You wait here till I come back." 

No, no, Mamselle Marie, I’ll go ’long, too, for so 
^ou don' change your min’," I say; an’ I stan' out¬ 
side her door till bhe pass me de whole dam’ works. 

‘ “ Don - iorget de little shoes,' I say—an' dat’s how 
it come ! ' 


‘ AncKyou paid three hundred dollars for it 1* 
Necia "•aid, aghast. The Canadian shrugged. 

‘ Only for de good heart of Marie Bourgette I pay 
wan t'ousan',' said he. * I mak’ seven hondred 
dollar clean profit 1 ' 

‘ It was very nice of both of you, but—I can’t wear 
it. I’ve never seen a dress like it, except in pic¬ 
tures, and I couldn't-She saw his face fall, 

and said, impulsively: 

‘I’ll wear it once, anyhow, Poleon, just for you. 
Go away quick, now, and let me put it on.' 

‘ Dat’s good,' he nodded, as he moved away. ‘ I 
bet you mak’ 'dose dance-hall women look lak 
surker.' 

No man may understand the girl’s feelings as she 
set about clothing herself in her first fine dress. Time 
and again she had studied pictures from the ‘ out¬ 
side,' showing women arrayed in the newest styles, 
and had closed her eyes to fancy herself dressed in 
like manner. She had always had an instinctive 
feeling that some day she would leave the North and 
see the wonderful world of which men spoke so much, 
and mingle with the fine ladies of her picture-books, 
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but she never dreamed to possess an evening-gown 
while she lived in Alaska. And now, even while she 
recognized the grotesqueness of the situation, she 
burned to wear it and see herself in the garb of other 
women. So, with the morning sun streaming brightly 
into her room, lighting up the moss-chinked walls, 
the rough barbarism of fur and head and trophy, she 
donned the beautiful garments. 

Poleon’s eye had been amazingly correct, for it 
fitted her neatly, save at the waist, which was even 
more than an inch too large, notwithstanding the 
fact that she had never worn such a corset as the 
well-formed Marie Bourgette was accustomed to. 

She pondered long and hesitated modestly when 
she saw its low cut, which exposed her neck and shoul¬ 
ders in a totally unaccustomed manner, for it struck 
her as amazingly indecent until she scurried through 
her magazines again and saw that its construction, as 
compared with others, was most conservative. Even 
so she shrank at sight of herself below the line of sun¬ 
burn, for she was ringed about like a blue-winged teal, 
the demarcation being more pronounced because of 
the natural whiteness of her skin. The year previous 
Doret had brought her from the coast a Spanish 
shawl, w'kich a salt-water sailor had sold him, and 

away ever since. She brought 
it forth now and arranged it about her shoulders, but 
in spite of this covering the fair flesh beneath peeped 
through its wide interstices most brazenly. She had 
never paid marked attention to the fairness of her 
skin till now, and all at once this difference between 
herself and her little brother and sister struck her. 

^ ^ ^ een a m °Uier to them ever since they came 
and had often laughed when she saw how brown their 
little bodies were, rejoicing in blushing quietude at 
her own whiteness, but to-day she neither laughed 
nor felt any )oy, rather a dim wonder. She sat down. 
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dress and all, in the thick softness of a great brown 
bear-skin and thought it over. 

How odd it was, now that she considered it, that 
she needed no aid with these alien garments, that she ^ 
knew instinctively their every feature, that there was 
no intricacy to cause her more than an instant’s 
trouble. This knowledge must be a piece with the 
intuitive wit that had been the wonder of Father 
Barnum and had enabled her to absorb his teachings 
as fast as he gave them forth. 

She was interrupted in her reverie by the passing of 
a shadow across her window and the stamp of a 
man’s feet on the planks at the door. Of course, it 
was Poleon, who had come back to see her ; so she 
rose hastily, gave one quick glance at the mirror 
above her washstand, choosing the side that distorted 
her image the least, and, hearing him still stamping, *• 
perfunctorily called : 

L ‘ Come in I I’ll be right out/ 

She kicked the train into place behind her, looped 
the shawl carelessly about her in a way to veil her 
modesty effectively, and. with an expectant smile 
at his extravagance of admiration, swept out into the 
big room, very self-conscious and very pleasing to the 
eye. She crossed proudly to the reading-table to 
give him a fair view of her splendour, and was into 
the middle of the room before she looked up. Taken 
aback, she uttered a little strangled cry and made a 
quick movement of retreat, only to check herself and 
stand with her chin in the air, while wave after wave 
of colour swept over her face. 

4 Great lovely dove 1 ' ejaculated Burrell, fervently, 

staring at her. # 

4 Oh, I—I thought you were Poleon. He- 

In spite of herself she glanced towards her room as 
if to flee ; she writhed at the utter absurdity of her 
appearance, and knew the Lieutenant must be 
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laughing at her. But flight would only make it 
worse, so she stood as she was, having drawn back 
as far as she could, till the table checked her. Bur¬ 
rell, however, was not laughing, nor smiling even, for 
his embarrassment rivalled hers. 

I was looking for your father,' he said, wondering 
if this glorious thing could be the quaint half-breed 
girl of yesterday. There was nothing of the native 
about her now, for her lithe young figure was drawn 
up to its height, and her head, upon which the long 
black braids were coiled, was tipped back in a 
haughty poise. She had flung her hands out to 
grasp the table edge behind her, forgetful of her 
shawl, which drooped traitorously and showed such 
rounded lines as her ordinary dress scarce hinted 

at * iTj W , as no Indlan ™aid, the soldier vowed : 
no blood but the purest could pulse in such 

n( \ s P ,nt save the highest could flash in such 
tbnL a ht h A S f • w A ]eal ° US rancour irl <ed him at the 

eyes &h * thlsbeaut y ‘“tended for the Frenchman’s 


Poteon '}' r sSr yOUr5d{ 40 me as WeU “ 

.1 ■ Certailll y not ! ' she declared. * He boughl 

she S w2he f ,°^lT e ' and / PUt U ° n t0 please him -’ Now 
. w as hei self again, for some note in the Lieutenant** 

sra him - • ££ 

onfy gldS Wk ‘ n Kentuck y 

girls^ 1 Do i S re^lytok MS * *"* 1 Uke ° thei 

like these ? • V “ “ 1 d alwa y s worn clothes 
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' Rom to them/ said he. 

A smile broke over her grave face, assuming a hun¬ 
dred different shades of pleasure and making a child 
of her on the instant ; ali her reserve and hauteur 
vanished. Her warmth and unaffected frankness 
suffused him, as she stood out, turning to show the 
beauties of her gown, her brown hands fluttering 
tremulously as she talked. 

'It’s my first party-dress, you know, and I’m as 
proud of it as Molly is of her rubber boots. It’s too 
big in here and too small right there ; that girl must 
have had a bad chest ; but otherwise it fits me as if 
it had been made for me, doesn’t it ? And the 
shoes 1 Aren’t they the dearest things ? See.’ 
She held her skirts back, showing her two feet side 
by side, her dainty ankles slim and shapely in their 
silk. 

‘They won’t shed water’ he said. 

' I know ; and look at the heels. I couldn’t walk 
a mile to save my life.’ 

‘ And they will come off if they get wet.’ 

‘ But they make me very tall.’ 

* They don’t wear as well as moccasins.’ Both 
laughed delightedly till he broke in, impulsively : 

4 Oh, girl, don’t you know how beautiful you are ? * 

' Of course I do ! ’ she cried, imitating his change 
of voice ; then added, naively, ‘ That’s why I hate 


to take it off.’ 

4 Where did you learn to wear things like that ? ’ 
he questioned. ‘ Where did you get that well 


that air ? ’ 

4 It seems to me I’ve ail ways known. There 3 
nothing strange about it. The buttons and the 
hooks and eyes are all where they belong. It s 
instinct, I suppose, from father's side 

4 Probably. I dare say I should understand the 
mechanism of a dress-suit, even if I'd never seen 
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one,’ said the man, amused, yet impressed by her 
argument. 

' I've always had visions of women dressed in tlii3 
kind of clothing, white women—never natives—not 
dressed like this exactly, but in dainty, soft things, 
not at all like the ones I wear. I seem to have a 


memory, although it’s hardly that, either—it’s more 
like a dream—as if I were somebody else. Father 
says it is from reading too much.’ 

4 A memory of what ? ’ 

4 It’s too vague and tantalizing to tell what it is, 
except that I should be called Merridy.’ 

4 Merridy ? Why that ? ' 

I’ll show you. See.’ She slipped her hand in¬ 
side the shawl and drew from her breast a thin gold 
chain on which was strung a band ring. 4 It was 
grandmother’s—that’s where I got the fancy for the 
name of Merridy, I suppose.’ 

4 May I look ? ” 


Oi course. But I daren’t take it off. I haven’t 
had it off my neck since I was a baby.’ She held it 
out for him to examine, and, although it brought his 
head close to hers, there was no trace of coquetry in 
the invitation. He read the inscription, 4 from Dan 
to Merridy,’but had no realization of what it meant, 
for he glimpsed the milk-white flesh almost at his lips 
and felt her breath stirring his hair, while the delicate 
scent of her person seemed to loose every strong emo¬ 
tion in him. She was so dainty and yet so virile, so 
innocent and yet so wise, so cold and yet so pulsating. 

It is very pretty,’ he said, inanely. 

At the look in his eyes as he raised his head her own 
widened, and she withdrew from him imperceptibly 
dismissing him with a mere inflection. 

I wash you would send Poleon here. It’s time 
he saw his present.’ 

As Burrell walked out into the air he shut his laws 
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grimly and muttered : * Hold tight, young man. 
She's not your kind—she's not your kind.’ 

Inside the store he found Doret and the trader in 
conversation with a man he had not met before, a 
ragged nondescript whose overalls were blue and -J 
faded and patched, particularly on the front of the 
legs above the knees where a shovel-handle wears 
hardest ; whose coat was of yellow mackinaw, the 
sleeves worn thin below the elbows, where they had 
rubbed against his legs in his work. As the soldier 
entered, the man turned on him a small, shrewd, 
weather-beaten face with one eye, while he went on 
talking to Gale. 

‘ It ain't nothin' to git excited over, but it's wuth 
fullerin'. If I wasn't so cussed unlucky I'd know 
there was a pay streak som'ere close by.' 

‘ Your luck is bound to change, Lee,' said the 
trader, who helped him to roll up a pack of provi- 
sions. G 

‘ Mebbe so. Who's the dressmaker ? ' He jerked 
his bushy head towards Burrell, who had stopped at 
the front door with Poleon to examine some yellow 
grains in a folded paper. 

* He's the boss soldier/ 

* Purty, ain't he ? ' 

* If you ain't good he'll get you,' said Gale, 
a trifle cynically, at which Lee chuckled. 

‘ I reckon there’s several of us in camp that ain't 
been a whole lot too good,' said he. * Has he 
tried to git anybody yet ? ' 

‘ No, but he’s liable to. What would happen if he 
did ? Suppose, for instance, he went after you—or 
me ? ’ 

The one-eyed man snorted derisively. * It ain't 
W’uth considerin' I ' — 

* Why not ? ' insisted Gale, guardedly.^ ' Maybe 
I've got a record—you don’t know 
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' If you have, don’t 4 tell me nothin' about it,' hastily 
observed Lee. ‘ I’m a God-fearin’ citizen myself, 
leanin’ ever towards peace and quietudes, but what’s 
past is dead and gone, and I’d hate to see a lispin' 
child like that blue-and-yeller party try to reezureck 
it.' 

4 He's got the American army to back him up—at 
least five of them.' 

* Five agin a hundred. He aims to overawe us, 
don’t he ? ' snickered the unregenerate Lee, but his 
wrinkles changed and deepened as he leaned across 
the counter confidentially. 

4 You say the word, John, and I’ll take some feller 
along to help me, and we’ll transfer this military post. 
There’s plenty that would like the job if you give 
the wink.’ 

‘ Pshaw 1 I'm just supposing,’ said the trader. 

‘ As long as they play around and drill and toot that 
horn, and don't bother anybody, I allow they’re not 
in the way.’ 

' All right 1 It’s up to you. However, if I happen 
to leap down on this pay streak before it sees me 
cornin’, I’m goin’ to put my friends in first and fore¬ 
most. and shut out these dressmakers complete. 
So long ! ’ He thrust his arms beneath the legs of 
a new pair of blue overalls that formed his pack- 
straps, wriggled the burden comfortably into place 
between his shoulders, and slouched out past Doret, 
to whom he nodded, ignoring the ‘ dressmaker/ 
Having given Necia’s message to Poleon, the Lieu¬ 
tenant took up his business with the trader. It con¬ 
cerned the purchase of certain supplies that had been 
omitted from the military outfit, and when this was 

concluded he referred to the encounter of that 
morning. 

I don’t want you to think I bungle everything in 
that manner, he said, ‘for I don’t. I want to 
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work with you, and I want to be friends with 
you.’ 

4 I'm willing,’ said Gale. 

‘ Nobody dislikes playing policeman more than I 
do, bur it’s a part of my duty, and I'll have to do it,’ 
continued the young man. 

4 I reckon you simply aim to keep peace, eh ? You 
ain’t lookin’ for nobody in particular ? ' 

4 Of course not—outside of certain notorious crimi¬ 
nals who have escaped justice and worked north.* 

‘ Then there is a few that you want, eh ? ’ 

* Yes, certain old-timers. The officers at every 
post have descriptions of a few such, and if they show 
up we will take them in and hold them till courts are 
established.' 

* If you've got their names and descriptions, 
mebbe I could help you,' said the trader, carelessly. 

‘ Thank you, I’ll bring up the list and w’e'll go 
over it together. You must have been here a good 
while.' 

‘ About ten years.' 

‘ Then Miss Necia was bom out in the States ? * 

Gale shot a startled glance at the soldier before 
he answered in the affirmative, but Burrell was 
studying a pattern of sunlight on the floor and did 
not observe him. A moment later he inquired, 
hesitatingly : 

* Is this your first marriage, Mr. Gale ? ' When 
the other did not answer, he looked up and quickly 
added : 

4 1 beg your pardon, sir. What led me to ask was 
Miss Necia—she is so—well—she is such a remarkable 


girl.' 

Gale's face had undergone a change, but he an¬ 
swered, quietly: ^ 

4 I ain't never been ma^ftbd-’ ' 

' What ? ’ •;> G 
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' When I took Alluna it wasn’t the style, r and 
neither one of us has thought much about it since.’ 

‘ Oh, I see,’ exclaimed Burrell, hurriedly. * I’ll 
bring that list with me the first time I think about it,’ 
»and, nodding amiably, he sauntered out. But his 
mind was in a whirl, and even after he had reached 
his quarters he found himself repeating : 

‘The other was bad enough. Poor little girl I 
Poor little girl ! ’ 

Gale likewise left the store and went into his house 
the odd look still strong in his eyes, to find Necia 
posing in her new regalia for Poleon’s benefit. At 
sight of her he fell into a strange and unexpected 
humour, and to their amazement commanded her 
roughly to take the things off. His voice and 
manner were harsh and at utter variance with anv 
mood he had ever displayed before; nor would he 
^explain his unreasoning fury, but strode out again 
leaving her in tears and the Frenchman staring! 


CHAPTER IV 



THE SOLDIER FINDS AN UNTRODDEN VALLEY 

D URING the weeks that followed Meade Burrell 
saw much of Necia. At first he had leaned on 
the excuse that be wanted to study the curious 
freak of heredity she presented ; but that wore out 
quickly, and he let himself drift, content with the 
pleasure of her company and happy in the music of 
her laughter. Her quick wit and keen humour de¬ 
lighted him, and the mys tery of h ex dark eyes seemed— 
to ho ld the p oet ry and beauty of all the red.races^ 
that lay behindJheF on tEe maternal side._ At times 
he thought of her asTie had seen her that morning in 
the dance-girl's dress, and remembered the purity of 
neck and breast it had displayed, but he attributed 
that to the same prank of heritage that had endowed 
her with other traits alien to her mother’s race. 

He had experienced a profound sense of pity for 
her upon learning her father's relation to Aliuna, but 
this also largely vanished when he found that the 
girl was entirely oblivious to its significance. He 
had tried her in many subtle ways, and found that she 
regarded the matter innocently, as customary, and 
therefore in the light of an accepted convention ; • 
nor did she seem to see anything in her blood or 
station to render her inferior to other women. She 
questioned him tirelessly about his sister, and he was 
glad of this, for it placed no constraint between them. 
So that, as he explored her many quaint beliefs 

and pagan superstitions, the delight of being with 
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her grew, and he ceased to reason whither it might 
lead him. 

As for her, each day brought a keener delight, 
r She unfolded before the Kentuckian like some beau¬ 
tiful woodland flower, and through innumerable, 
unnoticed familiarities took him into her innermost 
confidence, sharing with him those girlish hopes and 
beliefs and aspirations she had never voiced till now. 

A month of this went by, and then Runnion re¬ 
turned. He came on an up-going steamer which 
panted in for a rest from its thousand-mile climb, and 
for breath to continue its fight against the never- 
tinng sweep of waters. The manner of his coming 
was bold, for he stood fairly upon the ship's deck, 
staring at the growing picture of the town, as he 
had watched it recede a month before, and his smile 
was evil now as it had been then. With him was a 

slimtlrprf ^ hen fl the b ^was_al_rest Runnion 
sauntered down the gang^T^nTaSdS^to the Lieu- 

notedT e thC landin 6-P^ce, and who 
wpI c that * be scar, close up against his hat-band, 

iW,Wf rCe heaJed ‘ He accosted the officer with an 
insolent assurance. 

stay'' 6 ' 1 ’ 1 m baCk agait1, y0U See ’ and rm back to 

wHh vZ r. ell ' T f Unni ° n : dM you bnn E an outfit 
although * , T n e youn S man addressed him civilly, 
^though he felt that the fellow’s presence was a 

- menace and would lead to trouble * 

well IadV^l d m m ? r6tty fat bes ‘des.’ He shook a 

rnstll tMrteen S d C » * the ° fficer ’ ‘ 1 reckon 1 can 

U I’m left l ne ■ UalS a m ° nth most “ywhere, 

c w u^; his place - anyh ™ ? ' d - 

answered, 


man 
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* Be sure it isn't/ retorted the Lieutenant, * be¬ 
cause it would please me right down to the ground 
if it were. I’d like to get you.’ 

‘ I’m glad we understand each other,' Runnion^ 
said, and turned to oversee the unloading of his 
freight, falling into conversation with the stranger, 
who had been surveying the town without leaving the 
boat. Evidently tliis man had a voice in Rimnion’s 
affairs, for he not only gave him instructions, but 
bossed the crew who handled his merchandise, and 
Meade Burrell concluded that he must be some 
incoming tenderfoot who had grub-staked the desper¬ 
ado to prospect in the hills back of Flambeau. As 
ilie two came up past him he saw that he was mis¬ 
taken_this man was no more of a tenderfoot than 

Ruanion ; on the contrary, he had the bearing of / 
one to whom new countries are old, who had trodV 
the edge of things all his life. There was a hint of 
the meat-eating animal about him ; his nose was 
keen and hawklike, his walk and movements those 
of the predatory beast, and as he passed by, Burrell 
observed that his eyes were of a peculiar cruelty that 
went well with his thin lips. He was older by far 
than Runnion, but, while the latter was mean-visaged 
and swaggering, the stranger's manner was notice¬ 


able for its repression. 

Impelled by an irresistible desire to learn some¬ 
thing about the man, the Lieutenant loitered after 
Runnion and his companion, and entered the store in. 
time to see the latter greet 4 No Creek Lee tha 
prospector, who had come into town for more food. 
Both men spoke with quiet restraint. ^ 

‘ Nine years since I saw you. Stark, said tne 

miner. 4 Where you bound ? , 

4 The diggings,' replied Stark, as Lee addressed the 


stranger. 

4 Mining now ? ' 


SOLDIER FINDS UNTRODDEN VALLEY 


55 


‘ No, same old thing, but I’m grub-staking a few 
men, as usual. One of them stays here. I may open 
a house in Dawson if the camp is as good as they say 

it IS• 

‘ This here’s a good place for you.’ 
t Stark laughed noiselessly and without mirth. 

' Fine I There must be a hundred people living here.’ 

‘ Never mind, you take it from me,’ said the miner, 
positively, ‘ and get in now on the quiet. There’s 
something doing.’ His one sharp eye detected the 
Lieutenant close by, so he drew his friend aside and 
began talking to him earnestly and with such evident 
etlect as to alter Stark’s plans on the moment • for 
when Runnion entered the store shortly Stark 
spoke to him quickly, following which they both 
huu led back to the steamer and saw to the unload¬ 
ing of much additional freight and baggage. From 
the volume and variety of this merchandise it was 

ev,dcnt that Mr. Stark would in no wi se be a burden 
to the community. 1UL1 

Burrell was not sufficiently versed in the wav 
of mining-camps to know exactly what this abrunt 
change of policy meant, but that there was som^ 

r?ioC e e ek' U ' e ~ 

the b tt er of hi fmall ;“ e 

h£* inquiring about the stranger by way of anopen 

Caia r at countr y ; St “d Lee ^ baCk “ the 
. 1 }. C a mining man ? ’ 

th at \ C greyhound 

business, but it ain’t his reg'la? graft It S 

‘"•Mars “ “• ™ 
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4 Saloon and variety house—seven bartenders, 
that’s all. He’s the feller that killed the gold- 
commissioner. Of course, that put him on the hike 

again.’ , 

* How do you mean r _ 

* Well he had a record as long as a sick man s 

drug bill before he went into that country, and when 
he 8 put the commissioner away them Canadian 
officials went after him like they was kilhn snakes 
and it cost him all he had made to get clear. If it 
had happened across the line, the coroners jury 

ss SrSSJtt ST S s- 

r s 

offence, it went hard with him. 

' He looks hke a killer, said Burre . 

' Yes but he ain't the common kind. He always 

letsThe other man begin, and therefore he am t never 

d °‘ n ComTnow ’ argued the Lieutenant 1 if it were 
the other'man who invariably shot first, Stark would 

ha ‘ V I don" ^rewhTt^ofrlrf have happened, it 

h.p”»", iv. “ f.; ™; 

«st 
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‘ That's him I was talking to,’ said the miner. 
1 He’s an old friend of mine, and he’s going to locate 
here.’ 

Burrell thought he saw Lee wink at the trader, but 
he was not sure, for at that moment the man of whom 
they were speaking re-entered. Lee introduced him, 
and the three men shook hands. While the soldier 
fell into easy conversation with the new-comer. Gale 
gazed at him narrowiy, studying him as he studied 
all men who came as strangers. As he was doing so 
Alluna entered, followed by Johnny and Molly. She 
had come for sugar, and asked for it in her native 
tongue. Upon her exit Stark broke off talking to the 
Lieutenant and turned to the trader. 

‘ Your squaw, Mr. Gale ? ' 

The old man nodded. 

4 Pah Ute, eh ? ’ 

' Yes. Why, do you savvy the talk ? * 

t Some. I lived in California once.’ 

‘ ^ere ? ’ The question came like a shot. 

Oh, here and there ; I followed the Mother Lode 
for a spell. 

bit ‘ I don’t recall the name,' said the trader, after a 

‘ Possibly. Where were you located ? * 
it home^ er ht ° n ^ ° nC place lon 6 enou S h to call 

r a l!; Se T ed t0 BurreU that bot h men were sparring 
cautioudy in an indirect, impersonal manner. 

. Yes Se a nH° U T r * dS ’ t0 u°’ eh ? ' Stark continued. 
p T y ’ and I got another one besides—older. A 

fi he S , a * pi P'” to °*’ said 4 No Creek * Lee fer- 
ve ? t . I y* She ’ s plumb beautiful.' 

• Sure th T^ ^!; br . ecdS f ’ questioned Stark. 
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further he sauntered away ; but no sooner was he 
out of hearing than Stark said : ' Humph ! They’re 


all alike.’ 


4 Who ? ’ 


4 Squaw-men.' 

4 This one ain’t,’ Lee declared. 4 He's different; 
ain’t he, Lieutenant ? ’ 

4 He certainly is,’ agreed Burrell. This was the 
first criticism he had heard of Necia's father, and al¬ 
though Stark volunteered no argument, it was plain 
that his opinion remained unaffected. 

The old man went through the store at the rear 
and straightway sought Alluna. Speaking to her 
with unwonted severity in the Pah-Ute language, lie 


eaid : 

4 I have told you never to use your native tongue 
before strangers. That man in the store under¬ 
stands.' . , , . . , 

4 1 only asked for sugar to cook the berries with, 

she replied. 

4 True, but another time you might say more, 
therefore the less you speak it the better. He is the 
kind who secs much and talks little. Address me in 
Siwash or in English unless we are alone.’ ( 

‘ j do not like that man, said the woman. His 
eyes are bad, like a fish eagle’s, and he has no 

^Suddenly she dropped her work and came clc^e up 

to him. 4 Can he be the one ? ’ 

‘ l don’t know. Stark is not the name, but he 

might have changed it ; he had reasons enough. 

4 W ho is this man Stark ? ' 

4 I don't know that, either. I used to hear of him 

when I was in British Columbia. 

‘ But surely you must know if he is the sam^she 
must have told you how he looked—others must have 

told you-' 
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Gale shook his head. * Very little. I could not 
ask her, and others knew him so well they never 
doubted that I had seen him ; but this much I do 
know, he was dark-’ 

* This man is dark-’ 

* —and his spirit was like that of a mad horse-' 

‘ This man's temper is black-' 

*—and his eyes were cruel.’ 

‘This man has evil eyes.’ 

| He lacked five years of my age,’ said the trader. 

* This man is forty years old. It must be he,’ said 
the squaw. 

Even Necia would have marvelled had she heard 
this revelation of her father’s age, for his hair and 
brows were grizzled, and his face had the look of a 
man of sixty, while only those who knew him well, 
like Doret, were aware of his great strength and the 
endurance that belied his appearance. 

‘ We will send Necia down to the Mission to-night, 
and let Father Bamum keep her there till this man 
goes said the squaw, after some deliberation. 

No, she must stay here,’ Gale replied, with de¬ 
cision. The man has come here to live, so it won’t 
do any good to send her away, and, after all, what is 

Hnnr* e But S . he must never be seen in that 

tbZTfh c\ d / e l S ag T a . m ’ at , leaSt ' n0t tiU 1 learn mcre 

this LX M U mal;es 1,0 d ‘«^nee whether 

know him p man ° r no V he wiU and I shall 
know him. For a year I have felt that the time 

was growing^ short, and now x know it . 

WoJ 10 ' ’ AUuna cried 1 ' we have no strangers 
here. No white men except the soldiers and ^his 

one have come in a year. This is but a little trading- 
' It was yesterday, but it isn't to-day T eP ha. 
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and we are going back with him to-night, but you 
must say nothing or it will start a stampede.' 

' Other men will come—a great many of them ? * 
interrogated Ailuna, fearfully, ignoring utterly the 
momentous news. 

' Yes. Flambeau wall be another Dawson if this 
find is what Lee thinks it is. I stayed away from the 
Upper Country because I knew crowds of men would 
come from the States, and I feared that he might be 
among them ; but it's no use hiding any longer, 
there’s no other place for us to go. If Lee has got a 
mine. I’ll have the one next to it, for we will be the 
first ones on the ground. What happens after that 
won’t matter much, you four will be provided for. 
We are to leave in an hour, one at a time, to avoid 
comment.’ 

* But why did this man stop here ? ' insisted the 
woman. 4 Why did he not stay on the steamboat 
and go to Dawson ? ' 

4 He's a friend of Lee's. He is going with us.' 
Then he added, almost in a whisper, 4 Before we re¬ 
turn I shall know.' 

Ailuna seized his arm. 4 Promise to come back, 
John ! Promise that you will come back even if this 
should be the man.’ 

‘ I promise. Don't worry, little woman ; I’m not 

ready for a reckoning yet.' 

He gave her certain instructions about the store, 
charging her in particular to observe the utmost 
secrecy regarding the strike, else she might precipi¬ 
tate a premature excitement which would go far 
towards ruining’ his and Poleon’s chances. All of 
which she noted ; then, as he turned away, she laid 
her hand on his arm and said : 

‘ If you do not know hjm he will not know you. 

U h not so ? ^ 


SOLDIER FINDS UNTRODDEN VALLEY 61 


* Then the rest is easy-’ 

But he only shook his head doubtfully and an¬ 
swered, ‘ Perhaps—I am not sure,' and went inside, 
t where he made up a light pack of bacon, flour and tea, 
a pail or two, a cofiee-pot and a frying-pan, which he 
rolled inside a robe of rabbit-skin and bound about 
in turn with a light tarpaulin. It did not weigh 
thirty pounds in all. Selecting a new pair of water- 
boots, he stuffed dry grass inside them, oiled up his 
six-shooter, then slipped out the back way, and in five 
minutes was hidden in the thickets. Half an hour 
later, having completed a detour of the town, he 
struck the trail to the interior, where he found 
Poleon Doret, equipped in a similar manner, resting 
beside a stream, singing the songs of his people. 

V hen Burrell returned to his quarters he tried to 
.fnitigate the feeling of lonesomeness that oppressed 
C™ , by tac klmg his neglected correspondence, 
bomehow, to-day, the sense of his isolation had come 

i^™™ St TP r than ever> His rank f orbade any 

SreartvVn th ^ miserabIe handful of men, who had 
S.J 1 "? 1 lnto th e monotony of routine, while 
o ^ ; endly overture he made towards the citizens 
s n ‘r of n ffi met With dis ‘™‘ a " d “'dness, his 
^ ostracism C ? Seemmg ‘° ereCt a barrier and induce 

U hl , ™” 6 " and more complete than if they 
rient h J :mblems ° f ‘he penitentiary. He began to 

to Shire ,, e y ' ^ en Doret an d the trader seemed 
,°i lar the general feeling, hence the thought of he 

tonint 0 r a Tt% W ^^ appr0aChing reduc ed g the Liem 

the knowledlfth°at b hl CkdeS rn denCy ' deepened by 
camn in aat , now an °P en enemy in 

taken a ™ r E“,° Runni °“' Then, too. he had 

that all in all d , d hk f‘° the new man. Stark. So 

in the dumps thkaf°t Uth fdt hebad g° od re ason to be 
tirable in thu ni ^ ^ ternoon - There was nothing de- 

6 “ thlS Place ^everything undesirable-exceot 
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Necia. Her presence in Flambeau went far towards 
making his humdrum existence bearable, but of late 
he had found himself dwelling with growing serious¬ 
ness on the unhappy circumstances of her birth, and if 
had almost made up his mind that it would be wise 
not to see her any more. The tempting vision of her 
in the ball-dre$s remained vividly in his imagination, 
causing him hours of sw'eet torment. There was a 
sparkle, a fineness, a gentleness about her that seemed 
to make the few women he had known well dull and 
commonplace, and even his sister, whom till now he 
had held 1 as the perfection of all things feminine, suf¬ 
fered by comparison with this maiden of the frontier. 

He was steeped in this sweet, grave melancholy, 
when a knock came at his door, and he arose to find 
Necia herself there, excited and radiant. She came 
in without sign of embarrassment or slightest con-v 
sciousness of the possible impropriety of her act. 

‘ The most wonderful thing has happened, she be¬ 
gan at once, when she found they were alone. ' You 11 

faint for joy.' 

• What is it ? . , 

‘Nobody knows except father and Poleon and 

the two new men-' 

‘ What is it ? ' , ^ 

* 1 teased the news out of mother, and then came 


right here.’ 

He laughed. ' But what—may I ask— 

‘ Lee has made a strike—a wonderful strike _ 


:her than the Klondike.' 

‘ So ? The old man’s luck has changed. 1 m 
ght glad of that,’ said the soldier. 

‘ I came as fast as I could, bemuse tomorrow 
ferybody will know about it, and it will be too late. 

‘ Too late for what ? ’ 

• For us to get in on it, of course. Oh, but won t 
iere be a stampede ! Why, all the people bound for 
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Dawson on the next boat will pile off here, then the 

news will go up-river and down-river, and thousands 

of others will come pouring in from everywhere, and 

this will be a city. Then we will stake our town lots 

and sell them for ever so much money, and go around 

with our noses in the air, and they will say to each 
other: 

‘Who is that beautiful lady with the fine clothes ? ' 
and somebody will answer : 

a a *^at is Mi ss Necia Gale, the mine-owner.’* 
And then wiH come along, and they will say: 

and—"' 5 Lleutenant BurreU , the millionaire, 
her 1 h ° ld 0n 1 ’ said the soldier, stopping 

■\Vn-Nnr Pa l"' Te " me •“ about this!' 

b., x i tElhir 1, P«v«.t 

z ,«> ■ srsiirffi/rni 

£rl s ““ - 

€ v a re not going ? * 

and f' That?whv h ? mSiSted ' ^Patiently-- you 

for youi-self Ld beVrich^ma“ ^ ° get a mine 

me get one. I know th? ' ^ Y ° U Can hel P 
'No/said he inTfi- T ay ' Hurry up 1 ' 
mand. * I n the fust nh? a tone as he could com- 
and they don’t wantt' V 'T m ^ n d °n't like me, 
i What doVouTareT' SW m this/ 

know how to C proceed/ e ' 1 m not a min er. I don't 
* Never mind • I Hn t» , 
mining all my life.’ ’ VC heard nothing but 
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* In the third place, I don’t think I have the right, 
for I'm a soldier. I’m working for Uncle Sam, and I 
don’t believe I ought to take up mining claims. I'm 
not sure there is anything to prevent it, but neither 
am I sure it would be quite the square thing—are 
you ? ' 

' Why, of course it's all right,’ said Necia, her 
eager face clouding with the look of a hurt child. 
‘ If you don’t do it, somebody else will.' 

But the Lieutenant shook his head. * May be 
I'm foolish, but I can't see my way clear, much as I 
would like to.’ 


* Oh, dear I Oh, dear I ’ she exclaimed, brokenly. 
* I do so want to go. I want you to be rich, and I 
want to be rich myself. I want to be a fine lady, and 
go outside and live like other girls. It's—the only 

chance_I ever had—and I’ll never have another. 

Oh, it means so much to me ; it means life, future, 
everything ! Why, it means heaven to a girl like 
me 1 ' Her eyes were wet with the sudden dashing 
of her hopes, and her chin quivered in a sweet, girlish 
way that made the youth almost surrender on the 
instant. But she turned to the window and gazed 
out over the river, continuing, after a moment s 
pause : ' Please don’t—mind me—but you can t 
understand what a difference this would make to me.^ 

* \\'e couldn’t possibly overtake them if we tried, 
he said, as if willing to treat with his conscience. 

* No but we could beat them in. I know where 
Lee is working, for I went up last winter with Con¬ 
stantine and his dog-team, over a short cut by way 
of Black Bear Creek. We took it coming back, and 
I could find it again, but Lee doesn t know that 
route, so he will follow the summer trail, which is 
fifteen miles farther. You see, his creek makes a 
great bend to the southward, and heads back toward 
the river, so by crossing the dimde at the source of 
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Black Bear you drop into it a few miles above his 
cabin.’ 


While she made this appeal Burrell fought with 
Aimself. There were reasons why he longed to take 
1 this trip, more than he had longed for anything since 
boyhood. These men of Flambeau had disregarded 
him, and insisted on treating him with contemptuous 
distrust, despite his repeated friendly overtures ; 
wherefore he was hungry to beat them at their own 
game, hungry to thrust himself ahead of them and 
compel'them to reckon with him as an equal, prefer¬ 
ring a state of open enmity, if necessary, to this con¬ 
dition of indifferent toleration. Moreover, he knew 


that Necia was coveted by half of them, and if he 
spent a night in the woods alone with her it would stir 
them up a bit, he fancied. By Heaven ! That would 
,make them sit up and notice him ! But then—it 
might work a wrong upon her ; and yet, would it ? 
He was not so sure that it would. She had come to 
him ; she was old enough to know her mind, and she 
was but a half-breed girl, after all, who doubtless 
was not so simple as she seemed. Other men had 
no such scruples in this or any other land, and yet 
the young man hesitated until, encouraged by his 

impulsively*: ^ ‘° rWard a " d Spoke agam ' 

‘ Don’t be silly, Mr. Burrell. Come 1 Pleas© 
come with me, won’t vou ? * 

She took him by the edges of his coat and drew 
him to her coaxingly. It may have been partly the 
pin of revolt that had been growing in him all day 
or it may have been wholly the sense of her there 
beMde him, warm and | leading, but something 
caused a great wave to surge up through his 
veins, caused him to take her in his arms, fiercely 
kissing her upturned face again and again crvim- 
Boftly, deep down in his throat: ^ 
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* Yes I Yes I Yes ! You little witch ! I'll go 
anywhere with you ! Anywhere I Anywhere ! * 
The impulse was blind and ungovernable, and it grew 
as his lips met hers, while, strangely enough, she 
made no resistance, yielding herself quietly, till he 
found her arms wound softly about his neck and her 
face nestling close to his. Her arms, her lips, and 
her whole body clung to his in a sweet surrender, 
and yet there was nothing immodest or unmaidenly 
about it, for his strength and ardour had lifted her 


and drawn her to him as on the sweep of a great wave. 

She drew her face free and hid it against his neck, 
breathing softly and with shy timidity, as if the 
sound of the words she whispered half frightened her, 
‘ I love you. I love you, Meade.' 

* My lips will be here when those mines are worked 
out,’ she'said. ‘ No, no ! ' and she held him off as 
he came towards her again, insisting that if they 
were going they must be off at once, and that he 
could have no more kisses for the present. ‘ But, of 
course, it is a long trip, and we will have to sil down 

now and then to rest,’she added, shyly, at which he 

vowed that he was far from strong, and could not 
walk but a little way at a time, yet even so he 
declared, the trail would be too short, even though it 

led to Canada. , , . , 

* Then get your pack made up, she ordered, tor 

we must be well up towards the head of Black Bear 
Creek before it grows dark enough to camp. 

Swiftly he made his preparations ; a madness was 
upon him now, and he took no pains to check or 
analyse the reasons for his decision. The thought of 
her loveliness in his arms once more, far up among 
the perfumed wooded heights, as the silent darkness 
stole upon them, stirred in him such a fret to e gon 
that it was like a fever. He slipped away to the 
barracks with instructions for his corporal, bu wa 
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back again in a moment. Finally he took *p Ti s 
burden of blanket and food, then said to her 
‘ Well, are you ready, little one ? ’ 
t ^ es * Meade,' she answered, simply. 

* And you are sure you won't regret it ? 

Not while you love me.' 

He kissed her again before they stepped out on the 

river trail that wound along the bank. A hundred 

yards beyond they were hidden by the gro ves of b-roh 
and fir. 


Two hours later they paused where < he foaming 
waters of Black Bear Creek rioted down across s 
gravelled bar and into the silent, sweeping river 
standing at the entrance to a wooded, grass-grown 

L ! y ’ Y 1 * 11 {*°^j n S hills a nd domes displayed at its 
head, while back of them lay the town, six miles 

distinctly ?. at , buildin S s tin Y and toylike, but 

distincUy sihiouetted against the evening sky 

ipiiHii 

lltpSEl! 

-HI Plunged into'the* untroddenf r valley. eh * nd t ^ em 


CHAPTER V 


A STORY IS BEGUN 

** It’s fonny t'ing how two brown ay* 
changin' everyt’ing — 

De cloud she’s no more on de sky. 

An' winter's jus’ lak" spring. 

Dey mak' my pack so very light, 

De trail, she's not so long — 

I'd walk it forty mile to-night 
For hear her sing wan song. 

But now I'm busy mak’ fori;in* 

For marry on dat girl, 

An' if she’s tole me yass, dat's soon, 

Bonheur / I’m own de wort’ / " 

P OLEON DO RET sang gaily as the trader came 
towards him through the open grove of birch, 
for he was happy this afternoon, and being much of 
a dreamer, this fresh enterprise awoke in him a boy¬ 
ish pleasure. Then Necia had teased him as he 
came away, and begged him, as was always her cus¬ 
tom. to take her with him. no matter whence or 
whither, so long as there was adventure afoot. Well, 
it would not be long now before he could say yes. 
and he would take her on a journey far longer than 
either of them had yet taken—a journey that would 
never end. Had not the gods looked with favour, 
at last, upon his long novitiate, and been pleased 
with the faith he had kept ? Had not this discovery 
of ‘ No Creek ’ Lee’s been providentially arranged 
for his own especial benefit ? A fool could *ee that 
this w'as a mark of celestial approbation, and none 
but a fool would question the wisdom of the gods 
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Had he not watched the girl grow from a slip of 
thirteen and spoken never a word of his love ? Had 
he not served and guarded her with all the gentle 
chivalry of an olden knight ? Of course ! And 
here was his reward, a gift of wealth to crown his 
service, all for her. Now that she was a woman, and 
had seen him tried, and knew he was a man. he would 
bring his burden of prosperity and lay it at her feet, 
saying : 

' Here is another offering, my Necia, and with it 
go the laughter and ttie music and the heart of Poleon 
Doret.' 

Sacr£ I It would not take her long to wake up 
after that 1 The world was very bright indeed this 
afternoon, and he burst again into song in company 
with the voices of the forest people : 

‘ Chortle, tossignol, chantt I 
1 01 qut d if cocut gai ; 

7 u as le caettt d rite 
Mai /’ ai-l-d plruter, 

Ilya longtemps qus f VaimA 
Jamais je tie t'oublierai.’ » 


• Whew I • said Gale, slipping out of his pack 
straps, the skeeters is bad.’ 

4 y° u y et y° ur gum boots * said Poleon. ‘ DeyTc 
mos so t’ick as de summer dev kill Johnnie Platt or 
de Porcupine. Both men wore gauntleted glove* 
of caribou-skin and head harnesses of mosquito- 
netting stretched over globelike frames of thin stee 
bands, which they slipped on over their hats aftei 
the manner of divers’ helmets, for without protectior 


^ In 8- little bird, oh, sing away 1 
You with the voice so light and gay 

}.? urs . B a hpart that laughter cheers 
Mine is a heart that's lull of tcare ‘ 

l ong have I loved. I love her yet • 
Leave her I can, but not forget.’ * 
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of some kind the insects would have made travel 
impossible once the Yukon breezes were left behind 
or once the trail dipped from the high divides where 
there was no moss. 

' Let’s see. It was you that found him, wasn’t 
it ? ’ said Gale. 

‘ Sure t’ing ! I’m cornin’ down for grub in my 
canoe, w’en I see dis feller on de bank, walkin' lak' 
he’s in beeg horry. ‘ Ba Gar ! ' I say, ‘ dere’s man 
goin’ so fast he’ll meet hese’f coinin' home I ' Den 
hr turn roun ’ an' go tearin' back, wavin’ hees arms 
lak’ he's callin’ me, till he fall down. W'en I paddle 
close up, I don' know ’im no more dan stranger, an’ 
me an’ Johnnie Platt is trap togeder wan winter. 
VV’at you t’ink of dat ? 

‘ I saw a fellow killed that way at Holy Cross,’ 
interpolated the trader. 

‘ *« Hello.” I say, " w’at’s de matter ? ” An’ den I 
seesoinet'ing 'bout 'im dat look familiar. Hees face 
she’s all swell' up an’ bleedin' lak’ raw meat.' The 
Frenchman curled his upper lip back from his teeth 
and shook his head at the remembrance. 

‘ jesu, dat's 'orrible sight 1 Dem fly is drive 'im 
crazee. Hees nose an' ears is look lak’ holes m beeg 
red sponge, an’ hees eye are close up tight.'^ 

' He died before you got him in, didn't he ? ' 

* y es . He was good man, too. Some tarn’ if I 
ever have bad enemy w’at I like to see catch hell I’m 
goin’ turn 'im loose 'mong dose skeeter-bug.’ 

‘ Holy Mackinaw ! ' ejaculated Gale. ‘ Who'd 
ever think of that ? Why, that’s worse than drop¬ 
ping water on his skull till he goes crazy, like them 

C'uinamen do.' , , , _ , ,,• * 

The Frenchman nodded. It s de wors t ing I 

know. Dat's w'y I lak' to geeve it to my enemy. 

' Imagine fightin’ the little devils till they stung 

yon crazy and pizened your eyes shut ! ' 
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Gale fell to considering this, while Poleon filled his 
pipe, and, raising his veil, undertook to smoke. The 
pests proved too numerous, however, and forced him 
to give it up. 

‘ Ba gosh ! Dey’re hongry I ’ 

‘It will be all right when we get out of the woods,’ 
said the elder man. 

‘ I guess you been purty glad for havin' Necia 
home again, eh ? ’ ventured the other after a while, 

hismtnd l0Dger ^ Subject u PP e ™ost in 

. ci CS ! I m glad shes throu gh with her schooling.’ 
. T, 16 s , g ettln ’ P urt Y beeg gal now.' 

^ That s riglit.' 

. bye she ’ 9 6 oin ' marry on some feller— 

v • Ha'! PP n e ,’ 0 ' ' 3i "’ t the kind t0 sta V sinfilo.' 

S'mgss- *"“*»- “»» 

Sons S A {eUow^n't 0 ^ 4116 , 600 ^ «** ^ 

catch a good woman 6 and but what he can 

draws a critter th^i' , , d , a decent n 'an usually 

timber woH.‘ “““ ‘°° kS ““ a slcd “ d acts hke a 

Doret^posTti’vcty 1 * maiTy ° n no bad man -' said 

with N my own'y;?-1 ^ 
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as good and pure as Nccia, and just as pretty, too— 
yes, and a thousand times prettier.' 

* Ho, ho ! ’ laughed Doret, sceptically. 

‘ She wa e an Easi ern girl, and she come West where 
men jwere different to what she’d been used to. * 
Those weiT early days, and it was a new country, 
where a person d-dn’t know much about his neigh- 
b-: i-r\ past and cared less; and, although there were a 
h&'p cf girls thereabouts, they wer the kind you’ll 
always find in such communities while this one was 
plumb different. Man ! Man But she was 
different. She was a woman 1 Two fellows fell in 
love wnth her. One of them lived in the same camp 
as her, and he was a good man, leastways everybody 
said he was, but he wasn't wise to all the fancy 
tricks that pretty women hanker after; and, it 
being his first affair, he was right down buffaloed at 
the very thought of her, so he just hung around and %i 
slept late so that he might dream about her and feel 
like he was her equal or that she loved back at him. 
You know ! The other fellow came from a neigh¬ 
bouring town, and he wasn't the same kind, for he’d 
knocked around more, and was a better liar; but he 
wasn't right. No, sir ! He was sure a wrong guy, 
as it came out, but he was handsomer and younger, 
and the very purity and innocence of the girl drew 
him. I reckon, being a change from what he had ever 
mixed up with.’ 

‘ w’y don’ dis good man tak' a shot at him ? 

asked Poleon, hotly. •>* 

‘ First, he didn't realize what was going on, being 

too tied up with dreaming, I reckon ; and, second, 
neither man didn’t know the other by sight, living as 
they did in different parts ; third, he was an ordinary 
sort of fellow, and hadn’t ever had any trouble, map 
to man, at that time. Anyhow, the girl up and took 
the bad one.' 
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* W'at does de good man do, eh ? ' 

'Well, he was all tore up about it, but he v."*rt 
away like a sick quail hides out.’ 

‘ Dat’s too bad.’ 

* * He heard about them now and then, and what he 
heard tore him up worse than the other had, for the 
girls husband couldn’t wear the harness long, and, 
having taken away what good there was in her, he 
made up in deviltry for the time he had lost. She 
stood it pretty well, and never whimpered, even when 
her eyes were open and she saw what a prize-package 
she had drawn. The fact that she was game enough 
to stand for him and yet keep herself clean without 
complaint made the man worse. He tried to break 
her spirit in a thousand ways, tried to make her the 
same as he was. It appeared like the one pleasure 
he got was to torture her.’ 

' W ’y don’ she quit ’im ? ’ said Doret. ' Dat ain’ 
wrong for quit a man lak’ him.’ 

She couldn’t quit on account of the kid. Thev 
had a youngster. Then, too, she had ideas of her 
own ; so she stood it for three years, hvmg worse 
than a dog, till she saw it wasn't any use—till she 
saw that he would make a bad woman of her u 3 

rough—' W ° Uld make ° ne ° f the kld ~ tdl he got 

hnrt N no N °' y° ud °n' mean dat? No man don’ 

. o ' VOman ' lnter iected Doret. 

By (.od ! That’s just what I mean.’ the trader 
> answered, while his face had grown so grey as to 
match his brows. ’ He beat her.’ b Y 

I oleon broke into French words that accorded well 
with the trader's harsh voice 

Tw man , Sent for the otbe r man after that 
for he had been living lonely, loving her all the time 
and you d better believe he went.’ ’ 

Ha 1 Dat's fine ! Dat’s dam' fine ! ' said the 

o* 
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other. 4 I’ll bet dere’s hell to pay den—w'at ? * 

‘ Yes, there was a kind of reckoning.' The old 
man lapsed into moody silence, the younger one 
waiting eagerly for him to continue, but there came 
the sound of voices down the trail, and they looked 4 ^ 
up. 

' Here comes Lee,' said Gale. 

‘ Wa't happen den ? I'm got great interes' 'bout 
dis woman,' insisted Poleon. 

4 It’s a long story, and I just told you this much to 
show what I said was true about a good girl and a 
bad man, and to show why I want Necia to get a good 
one. The sooner it happens the better it will suit 
me/ 

Neither man had ever spoken thus openly to the 
other about Necia before, and although their lan¬ 
guage was indirect, each knew the other's thought^ 
But there was no time for further talk now, for the 
others were close upon them. As they came into 
view, Gale exclaimed : 

* Well, if he hasn’t brought Runnion along I ' 

4 Humph ! ' grunted Doret. 4 I don’t t'ink much 
of dat feller. W’at’s de matter wit' " No Creek/' 
anyhow ? ' 

The three new arrivals dropped down upon the 
moss to rest, for the up-trail was heavy and the air 
sultry inside the forest. Lee was the first to speak. 

* Did you get away without bein' seen ? ' he asked. 

4 Sure,' answered Gale. 4 Poleon has been heio^ 

two hours.’ 

4 That’s good; I don't want nonody taggin 

1 9 

° We came right through the town boldly,' an¬ 
nounced Stark ; 4 but if they had seen you two they 
would have suspected something, sure. 

Runnion volunteered nothing except oaths at tne 
mosquitoes and at his pack-straps, which were 
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and cut him already. As no explanation of his pres¬ 
ence was offered, neither the trader nor Doret made 
any comment then, but it came out later, when tlie 
old miner dropped far enough behind the others to 
render conversation possible. 

‘ You decided to take in another one, eh ? ' Gale 
asked Lee. 

4 It wasn’t exactly my doin's,' replied the miner. 
’ Stark asked me to let Runnion come 'long, bein’ 
as he had grub-staked him, and he seemed so set on 
it that f ackeressed. You see, it’s the first chance I 
ever had to pay him back for a favour he done me in 
the Cassiar country. There^s plenty of land to go 
around.’ 


It was Lee's affair, thought the trader, and he 
might tell whom he liked, so he said no more, but fell 
to studying the back of the man next in front, who 
happened to be Stark, observing every move and 
trick of him, and. during the frequent pauses, making 
a point of listening and watching him guardedly. 

All through the afternoon the five men wound up 
the valley, following one another’s footsteps, emerg¬ 
ing from sombre thickets of fir to flounder across 
wide pastures of ‘ nigger-heads,' that wobbled and 
wriggled and bowed beneath their feet, until at cost 
of much effort and profanity they gained the firmer 
footing of the forest. Occasionally they came upon 
the stream, and found easier going along its gravel 
bars, till a bend threw them again into the meadows 
and mesas on either hand. Their course led them 
far up the big valley to another stream that entered 
from thfe right, bearing backward in a great bow 
towards the Yukon, and always there were dense 
ciouds of mosquitoes above their heads. At one 

PO ‘T^ Stark ' hot and irritable » remarked : 

. i , mu ft be . a shorter cut than this, Lee ? ' 
I reckon there is,’ the miner replied, * but I’ve al- 
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ways had a pack to carry, so I chose the level'ground 
ruther than climb the divides.' 

‘ S’pose dose people at camp hear 'bout dis strike 
an’ beat us in ? ' suggested Poleon. 

‘ It wouldn't be easy going for them after they got 
there,' Stark said, sourly. ‘ I, for one, wouldn't 
stand for it.' 

* Nor 1/ agreed Runnion. 

* I don't see how you'd help yourself,' the trader 
remarked. ‘ One man’s got as good a right as an¬ 
other.' 

4 I guess I'd help myself, all right,' Stark laughed, 
significantly, as did Runnion, who added : 

‘ Lee is entitled to put in anybody he wants on his 
own discovery, and if anybody tries to get ahead of 
us there’s liable to be trouble.' 

4 I reckon if I don't know no short-cut, nobody else 
does,' Lee remarked, whereupon Doret spoke up 
reassuringly : 

‘ Dere's no use gettin’ scare' lak' dat, biccause no¬ 
body knows w'ere Lee's creek she's locate' but John 
an’ me, an' dere's nobody w'at knows he mak de 
strike but us four.' 

‘That's right,’ said Gale; ‘the only other way 
across is by Black Bear Creek, and there ain’t a half- 
dozen men ever been up to the head of that stream, 
much less over the divide, so I don t allow theie s any 

use to fret ourselves.’ . 

They went on their way, travelling leisurely until 

late evening, when they camped at the mouth of the 
valley up which the miner's cabin lay. They chose a 
lon>’ gravel bar, that curved like a scimitar, and made 
down upon its outer tip where the breeze tended to 
thin the plague of insects. They were all old-stagers 
in the ways of camplife. so there was no lost motion _ 
or bickering as to their respective duties. Their 
preparations were simple. First the built a circ e 
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of smudges out of wet driftwood, and inside this Lee 
kindled a camp-fire of dry sticks, upon which he 
cooked, protected by the smoke of the others, while 
Gale went back to the edge of the forest and felled i 
dozen small firs, the branches of which he clipped. 
These Poleon and Runnion bore down to the end cf 
the spit for bedding, while Stark chopped a pile of dry 
wood for the night. Gale noted that the new man 
swung an axe with the free dexterity of one to whom 
its feel was familiar, also that he never made a slip 
nor dulled it on the gravel of the bar, displaying an 
all-round completeness and a knack of doing things 
efficiently that won reluctant approval from the 
trader despite the unreasoning dislike he had taken 
to him. 


Lee was ready for them ±>y the time they had fin¬ 
ished their tasks, and, fanned by the breeze that 
sucked up the stream and lulled by the waters, they 
ate their scanty supper. Their one-eyed guide had 
lived so long among mosquitoes and had become 
so inoculated with their poison that he was in a mea¬ 
sure impervious to their sting, hence the insects 
gathered on his wrinkled, hair-grown hide only to 
give up in melancholy disgust and fly to other and 
fuller-blooded feeding-grounds. Camp had been 
made early, at Gale’s suggestion, instead of pushing 
on a few miles farther, as Lee had intended ; and 
now when the cool evening fell and the draught 
quickened, it became possible to lay off gloves and 
headgear ; so they sat about the Are, talking, smok- 
mg, and rubbing their tired feet. 

♦n! 1S at L such hours in the smoke of such fires 
that men hark backward and bring forth the sacred 

tune-worn memories they have treasured, to turn 
them over fondy by the glow of dying embers. It 
at such times that men’s garrulity asserts itself for 
the barriers of caution are let down, as are the gates 
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of remembrance, and it is then that friends and ene¬ 
mies are made, for there are those who cannot listen 
and others who cannot understand. 


' No Creek ' Lee, the one-eyed miner who had made 
this lucky strike, told in simple words of his long and 
solitary quest, when ill-luck had risen with him at the 
dawn and misfortune had stalked beside him as he 
drifted and drank from camp to camp, while the 
gloom of a settled pessimism soured him, and men 
began to shun him because of the evil that seemed to 
follow in his steps. 

‘ I've been rainbow-chasin' forty years,’ he said, 
* and never caught nothin’ but cramps and epidem¬ 
ics and inflammations. I’m the only miner in 
Alaska that never made a discovery of gold and 
never had a creek named after him.' 

‘ Is that how you got your name ? ’ asked Run- 


mon. 

* It is. I never was no good to myself nor nobody 
else. I just occupied space. I’ve been the vermi¬ 
fuge appendix of the body politic; yes, worse n 
that—I’ve been an appendix with a seed in it. I 
made myself sore, and everybody around me but 
I’m at the bat now, and don't.you never let that fact 

escape you.' . , . 

• How are you going to spend your money ? in- 

qU ’Tm S gom’' to eat it up ! I've fed on dried and 
desiccated and other disastrous and dissatisfactory 
diets till I'm all shrivelled up inside like a dead puff¬ 
ball ■ now it's me for the big feed and the long drink. 
I'm ’goin’ to 'Frisco and get full of wasteful and 
exorbitant grub, of one kind and another, like 
tomatters and French vicious water 

Poleon Doret laughed with the others , he 

bubbling with the spirits of a boy whose hfe is clean, 

for whom there are no eyes in the black dar 
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lies beyond a camp-fire, and for whom there are no 
unforgettable faces in its smoke. When Lee fell 
silent the trader and Stark resumed their talk, which 
was mainly of California, it seemed to the French¬ 
man, who also noted that it was his friend who subtly 
anaped the topics. In time their stories revived his 
memory of the conversation in the birch grove that 

morning, and when there occurred a lapse in the talk 
he said : 

‘ Say John, w’at happen' to dat gal we was talkin’ 
bout dis mornin’ ? ' 

Gale shook his head and turned again to his com¬ 
panion, but the young man’s mind was bent on its 
quest, and he continued : 

; Dat was strange tale, for sure.’ 

. ; U , lat was it f ' questioned Runnion. 

John was tell 'bout a feller he knowed w’at marry 
V good gal jus’ to mak’ her bad lak' hese'f.’ 

S * lat ? ’ inquired Stark, turning curiously 

£Tp,pe e ^jjJT Gale “*« — 

Washington "state. ’ St0r ^ happened when I was in 
he had Mid “ a, ’ out to correct him—it was California, 

it d 7 WhCn Gale rOSe> remar king sleepily that 

it w as time to turn in if they wished to get any rest 

away e fromTh 0 eT lt0eS / 0t ^ again ’ then sauntered 

f nUnJ ? J 6r f and S P read his blanket. The rest 
followed and made down their beds • then f i r 

on gloves and hat-nets, and roUing themselves u^ln 
, d h e lr w C h°o V 1av ng fo; f C ° P« ^ 

stars as f ^ ’° UrS °, n his back stann 8 up at the 
'him.' rym§ t0 S ° Ve some riddlc that battled 

remade “ ha “ T h ° ur had eat ™, 

march. As they were ab^ut to 
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' I reckon we’d better settle right now who has the 
choice of locations when we get up yonder. I’ve 
been on stampedes where it saved a heap of hard 
feeling.’ 

‘ I’m agreeable,' said Stark. ‘Then there won’t^ 
be any misunderstanding.' 

The others, being likewise old at the game, ac¬ 
quiesced. They knew that in such cases grave 
trouble has often occurred when two men have cast 
eyes on the same claim, and have felt the miner's 
causeless ‘ hunch ’ that gold lies here or there, or 
that the ground one of them covets is wanted by the j 

other. ' 

4 I’ll hold the straws,’ said Lee, 4 and every feller . 

will have an even break.' Turning his back on the 
others, he cut four splinters of varying lengths, and, 
arranging them so that the ends peeped evenly from 
his big hand, he held them out. y ' 

4 The longest one has the first choice, and so on, 
he said, presenting them to Gale, who promptly 
drew the longest of the four. He turned to Doret, 
but the Frenchman waved him courteously to Stark, 
and when both he and Runnion had made their 
choice, Lee handed him the remaining one, which 
was next in length to that of the trader. Stark and 
Runnion qualified in the order they drew, the latter 

cursing his evil luck. , , . , 

‘ Never min’, ole man,' laughed Poleon, de las 

shot she’s de sure wan.’ . . 

They took up their burdens again, and filed 

waids the narrow valley that stretched away into 
the hazy distances. 


CHAPTER VI 


THE BURRELL CODE 

N OT until his dying day will Burrell lose the 
memory of that march with Necia t hrough the 
untrodden valley, and yet its incidents Were never 
clear-cut nor distinct when he looked back upon 
them, but blended into one dreamlike procession, as ii 
he wandered through some calenture where every im¬ 
age was delightfully distorted and each act deliciously 
unreal, yet all the sweeter from its fleeting unreality. 
They talked and laughed and sang with a rush oi 
spirits as untamed as the waters in the course 
they followed. They wandered, hand-in-hand, into 
aland of illusions, where there was nothing real but 
love and nothing tangible but joy. The touch of 
their lips had waked that delight which comes but 
once in a lifetime and then to but few ; it was 
like the moon-madness of the tropics or the 
dementia of the forest folk in spring. A gentle 
frenzy possessed them, rendering them insen-ible 
to fatigue and causing them to hurry the more 
breathlessly that they might sooner rest ana sit 
beside each other. At times they fell into sweet 
silences where the waters laughed with them and the 
trees whispered their secret, bowing and nodding in 
joyous surprise at this invasion ; or, again, the breezes 
romped with them, withdrawing now and then to 
rush out and greet them at the bends in boisterous 
pleasure. 

They held to the bed of the stream, for its volume 
was low and enabled them to ford it from bar to bar. 

u 
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Necia had been raised in the open, with the wild 
places for her playground, and her muscles were 
like those of a boy, hence the two swung merrily 
onward, as if in playful contest, while the youth had 
never occasion to wait for her or to moderate his gait. 
Indeed, her footing was more sure than his, as he 
found when she ventured out unhesitatingly upon 
felled logs that lay across swift, brawling depths. 
The wilderness had no mystery for her, and no ter¬ 
rors, so she was ever at his side, or in advance, while 
her eyes, schooled in the tints of the forest, and more 
active than those of a bird, saw every moving thing, 
from the flash of a camp-robber’s wing through some 
hidden glade to the inquisitive nodding of a fool hen 
where it perched high up against the bole of a spruce. 
They surprised a marten fishing in a drift-wood dam, 
but she would not let the soldier shoot, and made him 
pass it by, where it sat amazed till it realized that 
these were lovers and resumed its fishing. Gradu¬ 
ally the stream diminished, and its bouldered bed 
became more difficult to traverse, until, assuming 
the airs of a leader, the girl commanded him to lay 
off his pack, at which he pretended to obey mutinous¬ 
ly, though thrilling with the keenest delight at hi9 
own submission. 

* What are you going to do ? ’ he inquired. 

4 Mind your own business, sir,' she commanded, 
sternly. 

From her belt she drew a little hunting-knife, 
with which she cut and trimmed a slender birch the 
thickness of his thumb, whereupon he pretended 
great fright, and said : 

4 Please ! please ! What have I done ? ' 

4 A great deal I You are a most bold and stub¬ 
born creature.' 

' All pack animals are stubborn,' he declared. 

It's the only privilege they have.' 
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* You are much too presumptuous, also, as I dis¬ 
covered in your quarters.’ 

' My only presumption is in loving you.' 

‘ That was not presumption/ she smiled ; * it 

mas pre-emption. You must be punished.' 

‘ 1 shall run away,’ he threatened. ‘ I shall gallop 
right oS through the woods and—begin to eat grass. 

I am very wild.’ 

As she talked she drew from her pocket a spool ot 
line, and took a fly-hook from her hat ; then, in a 
trice, she had rigged a fishing-rod, and, creeping out 
upon a ledge, she whipped the pool below of a half- 
dozen rainbow trout, which she thrust into his coat 
while they were still WTiggling. Then she as quickly 
put up her gear, and they resumed their journey, 
climbing more steeply now, until, when the sun was 
low, they quit the stream-bed and made through the 
ibrest towards the shoulder of an untimbered ridge 
that ran down into the valley. And there, high up 
on the edge of the spruce, they selected a mossy shelf 
and pitched their camp. 

They had become so intimate by now as to fall 
into a whimsical mode of speech, and Necia reverted 
to a childish habit in her talk that brought many a 
smile to the youth’s face. It had been her fancy as a 
little girl to speak in adjectives, ignoring many of her 
nouns, and its quaintness had so amused her father 
that on rare occasions, when the humour was on him, 
he also took it up. She now addressed herself to 
^Burrell in the same manner. 

‘ 1 think we are very smarts to come so far,’ she 
said. 

You travel like a deer,' he declared, admiringly. 
Why, you have tired me down.' Removing his 
pack, he stretched his arms and shook out the ache 
in his shoulders. 

* W hich way does our course he now, Pathfinder ? * 
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' Right up the side of this big, and then along tjio 
ridge. In two hours we come to a gully running 
so'—she indicated an imaginary direction—* which 
we go down till it joins another stream so, and right 
there we'll find old “ No Creek’s” cabin, so ! Won't# 
they be surprised to see us I I think we’re very J 
cunning to beat them in, don’t you ? ’ She laughed 
a glad little bubbling laugh, and he cried : 

' Oh, girl I How wonderful you are ! ’ 

‘ It’s getting very dark and fierce,’ she chided, 

' and all the housework must be done.’ 

So he built a fire, then fetched a bucket of water 
from a rill that trickled down among the rocks near 
by. He made as if to prepare their meal, but she 
would have none of it. 

* Bigs should never cook,’ she declared. ' That 
work belongs to littles,’ then forced him to vacate 
her domain and turn himself to the manlier duties o t+' 


chopping wood and boughs. 

First, however, she showed him how to place two 
green foot-logs upon which the teapot and the frying- 
pan would sit without upsetting, and how long she 
wished the sticks of cooking-wood. Then she ban¬ 
ished him, as it were, and he built a wickiup of spruce 
tops, under the shelter of which he piled thick, 
fragrant billows of ‘ Yukon feathers.’ 

Once while he was busy at his task he paused to 
revel in the colours that lay against hill and valley, and 
to drink in the splendid isolation of it all. Below 
lay the bed of Black Bear Creek, silent and sombre in ^ 
the creeping twilight ; beyond, away beyond, across 
the westward brim of the Yukon basin, the peaks 
were blue and ivory and gold in the last rays of the 
sun ; while the open slopes behind and all about 
wore a carpet of fragrant short-hved lowers, noddirg 
as if towards sleep, and over all was the hus o 
lonely hills. A gust blew a whifi of the camp smoke 
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towards him, and he turned back to watch Necia 
kneeling beside the fire like some graceful virgin at 
her altar rites, while the peculiar acrid out-door odour 
oi burning spruce was like an incense in his nostrils. 
1 He filled his chest deeply and leaned on his axe, 
for he found himself shaking as if under the spell of 
some great expectancy. 

‘ Your supper is getting cold,' she called to him. 

He took a seat beside her on a pile of boughs where 
the smoke was least troublesome ; he had chosen a 
ipot that was sheltered by a lichen-covered ledge, 
and this low wall behind, with the wickiup joining it, 
formed an enclosure that lent them a certain air of 
privacy. They ate ravenously, and drank deep cup¬ 
fuls of the unflavoured tea. By the time they were 
finished the night had fallen and the air was just cool 
$nough to make the fire agreeable. Burrell heaped 
on more wood and stretched out beside her. 

^\ h l S u a n has been so wonde rful.’ said the girl, 
that I shall never go to sleep. I can’t bear to end 


' But you must be weary, little maid/ he said 
gently ; I am.’ 

W ait iet me see.’ She stretched her limbs and 
moved slightly to try her muscles. * Yes, I am a 
ery tired, but not the kind of tired that makes you 
want to go to bed. I want to talk. talk, talk, and 

Te l ™ u ° U f rselves either » but about sensibles. 
- eh me about your people—your sister.’ 

^ it * xpected her ^ ask this, for the subject 
seemed to have an inexhaustible charm for her. She 

talk of S hi r Ti t t and m °K tl0nIeSS 48 lon 8 as he cared to 
t ’ ln her Wlde * meditative eyes the 
shadow of a great unvoiced longing. It dwavs 

seemed to make her grave and thoughtful he had 

to ni.t; 80 d t , ncd late 'y to avoid topic and 
°ht m parucular he wanted to do so, for this was 
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no time for melancholy. He had not even allowed 
himself to think, as yet, and there were reasons why 
he did not wish her to do so ; thought and realization 
and a readjustment of their relations would come, 
after to-night, but this was the hour of illusion, and it 
must not be broken ; therefore he began to tell her 
of other people and of his youth, making his tales as 
fanciful as possible, choosing deliberately to foster 
the merry humour in which they had been all day. 
He told her of his father, the crotchety old soldier, 
whose absurd sense of duty and whose elaborate 
Southern courtesy had become a byword in the 
South He told her household tales that were 
prized like pieces of the Burrell plate, beautiful heir¬ 
looms of sentiment that mark the honour of high- 
blooded houses; following which there was much 
to recount of the Meades, from the admiral w^g 
fought as a boy in the Bay of Tripoli down to the 
cousin who was at Annapolis ; the while his listener 
hung upon his words hungrily, her mind so quick in 
nursuit of bis that it spurred him unconsciously, her 
great, dark eyes half closed in silent laughter or wide 
With wonder, and in them always the warmth of the 
leaping firelight blended with the trust of a new born 

virginal love. , . 

Without realizing it, the young man drifted further 

than he had intended, and further than he had ever 
allowed himself to go before, for in him was a cleim 
and honest pnde of birth, like his mother s glory in her 
forebears, the expression of which he had learned re¬ 
repress, inasmuch as it was a DixieJand conceit and 
had been misunderstood when he went North to the 
Academy. In some this would have seemed bigot 
ed and feminine, this immoderate admiration for hrt 
own blood, this exaggerated appreciation of his 
family honour, but in this Southern you'h 't wa 
merely the unconscious commendation of an upright 
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manliness for an upright code. When he had 
finished, the girl remarked, with honest approval : 

What a fine you are. Those people of yours have 
all been good men and women, haven’t they ? ’ 

‘ Most of them,’ he admitted, ‘ and I think the 
reason is that we ve been soldiers. The army disci¬ 
pline is good for a man. It narrows a fellow, I sup¬ 
pose, but it keeps him straight.’ 

Then he began to laugh silently. 

‘ W hat is it ? she said, curiously. 

Oh, nothing 1 I was just wondering what my 
straight-laced ancestors would say if they could see 
me now.’ 

‘ What do yon mean ? ' the girl asked, in open-eyed 
wonderment. 

* d °n \ care » he went on, unheeding her question. 
They did worse things in their time, from what I 
hear. He leaned forward to draw her to him. 

W orse things ? But we are doing nothing bad,' 

lovdn-’ Cla ’ h ° dmg him off - ‘ There's no wrong in 

( ^ course not,' he assured her. 

I am proud of it,' she declared. ‘ It is the finest 
thing the greatest thing that has ever come into my 

hy ' 1 s ' m P l Y c *n't hold it ; I want to sing it 
you ? e,StarS CFy U ° Ut t0 tbe wllole world. Don't 

diyly hardly think WC d better adverti se/he said, 
' W'hy not ? ’ 

excursion I shou ^ dn t care to publish the tale of this 
excursion of ours, would you ? ’ 

‘ I don’t see any reason against it. I have often 

been gone with lura for 

' N °' “ ot “* 5 n t^d a ayTha"s h tme he Dei dear'- 
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Hew I did grow all of a sudden ! And yet I'm just 
the same as I was yesterday, and I'll always be the 
same, just a wild little. Please don't ever let me 
be a big tame. I don't want to be commonplace 
and ordinary. I want to be natural—and good.’ 

‘ You couldn't be like other women,' he declared, 
and there was more tenderness than hunger in his 
tone now, as she looked up at him trustingly from 
the shelter of his arms. ' It would spoil you to 


* It is^so good to be alive and to love you like tliis ! ' 
she continued, dreamily, staring into the tire. ‘I 
seem to have come out of a gloomy house into the 
glory of a warm spring day, for my eyes are blinded 
and I can’t see half the beautifuls I want to, there 

are so many about me.' 

‘ Those are my arms,' interjected the soldier, 

lightly, in an effort to ward off her growing senous- 


• I’ve never been afraid of anything, and yet I 
feel so safe inside them. Isn’t it queer? 

The young man became conscious of a vague ois- 
comfort, and realized dimly that for hours now he 
had been smothering with words and caresses a 
something that had striven with him to be heard, 
a something that instead of dying grew stronger the 
more utterly this innocent maid yielded to him. I* 
was as if he had ridden impulse with rough spurs in .. 
fierce desire to distance certain voices, and in the 
first mad gallop had lost them, but now far back heard 
them calling again more strongly every moment. A 
1 ™ hC.our.ff old. may travel feebly but its purstu 
is persistent. It was the talk about his people that 
had raised this damned uneasiness and indecision, he 
thought. Why had he ever started it ? 

4 The marvellous part of it all. eontmued - 
girl, ‘ is that it will never end. 1 know I shall 
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you always. Do you suppose I am really different 
from other girls ? 

‘ Everything is different to-night—the whole 
world.’ he declared, impatiently. ‘ 1 thought I knew 
myself, but suddenly 1 seem strange in my own eyes.' 

‘ I've had a big handi ap.' -he said, ' but you 
must help me to oven ome it. I want to be like 
your sister.’ 

He rose and piled more wood upon the fire. What 
possessed the girl ? It was as if she knew each cun¬ 
ning joint of his armour, as if she had realized her 
peril and had set about the awakening of his con¬ 
science, deliberately and with a cautious wi>dom 
beyond her years. Well, she had done it—and he 
swore to himself. Then he melted at the sight of 
her, crouched there against the shadows, following 
his every movement with her soul in her eyes, the 
1 tenderest trace of a smile upon her lips. He vowed 
he was a reprobate to wrong her so ; it was her white 
soul and her woman’s love that spoke. 

When she beheld him gazing at her, she tilted her 
head sidewise daintily, like a little bird. 


' Oh, my ! \\ hat a fierce you are all at once ! * 

Her smile flashed up as if illumined by the leaping 
blaze, and he crossed quickly, kneeling be ride her. 

‘ Lear, wonderful girl.’ he said. ‘ it is going to be 
my heart s work to see that you never change and 
that you remain just what you are. You can’t un¬ 
derstand what this means to me, for I, too. was 
bunded, but the darkness of the night has restored 
my vision. Now you must go to sleep ; the hours 
are short and we must be going early.’ 

He piled up a gTeat, sweet-scented couch of springy 
boughs, and fashioned her a pillow out of a bundle of 
smaller ones, around which he wrapped his khaki 
coat ; then he removed her high-laced boots, and, 
taking her tiny feet, one in the palm of either hand 
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bowed his head over them and kissed them with a 
sense of her gracious purity and his own unworthiness. 

He spread one of the big grey blankets over her, and 
tucked her in, while she sighed in delightful languor, 
looking up at him all the time. 4 

' I’ll sit here beside you for a while,' he said. * I 
want to smoke a bit.’ 

She stole a slim, brown hand out from beneath the 
cover and snuggled it in bis, and he leaned forward, 
closing her lids down with his bps. Her utter weari¬ 
ness was manifest, for she fell asleep almost instantly, 
her fingers twined about his in a childlike grip. 

At times a great desire to feel her in his arms, to 
have her on his breast, surged over him, for he had 
lived long apart from women, and tne solitude of 
the night seemed to mock him. He was a strong 
man, and in his veins ran the blood of wayward fore¬ 
bears who were wont to possess that which they con- * 
quered in the lists of love, mingled with which was 
the blood of spirited Southern women who had on 
occasion loved not wisely, according to Kentucky 
rumour, but only too well. Nevertheless, they were 
honest men and women, if over-sentimental, and had 
transmitted to him a heritage of chivalry and a high 
sense of honour and courage. Strange to say, this 
little, simple half-breed girl had revived this honour 
and courage, even when he tried most stubbornly to 
smother it. If only her love was like her blood, he 
might have had no scruples ; or if her blood were 
as pure as her love—even then it would be easier ; 
but, as it was, he must give her up to-night, and for 
all time. Her love had placed a barrier between 
them greater and more insurmountable than her 

blood. . ... 

He sat for a long time with the dwindling firelight 
playing about him, his manhood and his desires 
locked in a grim struggle, wondering at the hold this 
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forest elf had gained upon him, wondering how it 
was that she had stolen into his heart and head and 
taken such utter possession of him. It would be no 
easy task to shut her out of his mind and put her 
from him. And she . . . ? 

He gently withdrew his fingers from her grasp, 
and, seeking the other side of the wickiup, covered 
himself over without disturbing her, and fell asleep. 

It was early dawn when Necia crept to him. 

* 1 dreamed you had gone away,’ she said, shiver¬ 

ing violently and drawing close. ' Oh, it was a 
terrible awakening-’ 

‘ I was too tired to dream,’ he said. 

* So I had to come and see if you were really here.' 

He quickly rekindled the fire, and they made a 

hasty breakfast. Before the warmth of the rising 
sun had penetrated thecold air they had climbed the 
nllge and obtained a wondrous view of broken coun¬ 
try. the hills alight with the morning rays, the valleys 
misty and mystical. They made good progress on 
the summit, which was paved with barren rock and 
sparsely carpeted with short moss, while there 
was never a hint of insects to annoy them. Merrily 
they swung along, buoyed up by an unnatural 
exaltation ; yet now and then, as they drew near 
their destination, the young man had a chilling 
premonition of evil to come, and wondered if he had 
not been foolhardy to undertake this rash enterprise. 

1 wish Stark was not one of Lee’s party.’ he said 
o£ce. He may misunderstand our being together 


‘But when he learns that we love each other, that 
will explain everything.’ 

I m not so sure. He doesn’t know you as Lee 
and Poleon and your father do. I think we had 

InyZnT 7 nS at about -y°u and me-to 
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' But why ? ’ questioned the girl, stopping abrupt¬ 
ly. * They will know it, anyhow, when they see 
us. I can t conceal it.' 

* I am wiser in this than you are/ the soldier 
insisted, 4 and we mustn’t act like lovers ; trust tijj^ 
to me.' 

4 Oh, I won't play that 1 ' cried Necia, petulantly. 

* If all this is going to end when we get to Lee’s cabin, 
we'll stay right here forever.’ 

He was not sure of all the logic he advanced in con¬ 
vincing .her, but she yielded finally, saying : 

‘ Well, I suppose you know best, and, anyhow, 

litiles should always mind.’ 

They clung to the divide for several hours, then de¬ 
scended into the bed of a stream, which they followed 
until it joined a larger one a couple of miles below, 
and there, sheltered in a grove of whispering firs, 
they found Lee’s cabin nestling in a narrow, fork&S 
valley Evidently the miner had selected a point 
on the main creek just below the confluence of the 
feeders as a place in which to prospect, and Burrell 
fell to wondering which one of these smaller 

streams supplied the run of gold. 

4 There’s no one here,’ said Necia, gleefully. 

* We’ve beat them in ! We’ve beat them in I 

Thev had been walking rapidly since dawn and, 
although Burrell’s watch showed two o clock she 
refused to halt for lunch, declaring that the others 
might arrive at any moment ; so down they went 
to 8 the lower end of 4 No Creek ’ Lee’s locat 
where Burrell blazed a smooth spot on he ^»j 
stream side of a tree and wrote thereon at Necia 
dictation When he had finished, she signed her 
name and he witnessed it. then paced off four 
hundred and forty steps, where he squared a spnr 
tree, which she marked : ' Lower centre end s ake 

of No. i below discovery. Necia Gale, locator. 
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She was vastly excited and immensely elated at her 
good-fortune in acquiring tlie claim next to Lc<’s, 
and chattered like a magpie, filling the glades with 
resounding echoes and dancing about in the bright 
'sHinlight that filtered through the branches. 

4 Now you stake the one below mine,’ she said. 
' It’s just as good, and maybe better—nobody can 
tell.* But he shook his head. 

‘ I’m not going to stake anything,’ said he. 

‘ You must 1 ’ she cried, quickly, the sparkle dying 
from her eyes. 4 You said you would, on 1 never 
would have brought you.’ 

‘ I merely said 1 would come with you,’ he cor¬ 
rected. 4 I did not promise to take up a claim, for I 
don’t think I ought to do so. If I were a civilian, it 
would be different, but this is government land, and I 
ajn a part of the government, as it were. Then, too, 
in addition to the question of my right to do it, there 
would be the certainly of making enemies of your 
people, old “No Creek” and the rest, and I can’t 
afford that now. W ith you it is different, for you 
are entitled to this ground. After Lee’s friends have 
shared in his discovery I may change my mind.’ 

All arguments and pleading were in vain ; he re¬ 
mained obdurate and insisted on her locating two 
other claims for herself, one on each of the smaller 
creeks where they came together above the house. 

But nobody ever stakes more than one claim 

on a gulch.’ objected the girl. 4 It’s a custom of 
«ne miners. 


m 

Then we 11 call each one of these branches a dif¬ 
ferent and separate creek,’ he said. 4 The gold was 
carried down one of those smaller streams, and we 
won t take any chances on which one it was. When 
a fellow plays a big game he should play to win and 

bok L m vTt s S “ Ch a greal ^ t0 >-• we won-, 
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Necia consented, and when her three claims had 
been properly located the couple returned to the 
cabin to get lunch and to await with some foreboding 
the coming of the others and what of good or ill it 
might bring. 




\ 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE MAGIC OF BEN STARK 

I 3 EF 0 RE the party came in sight, the sound of 
their voices reached the cabin, and Burrell rose 
nervously and sauntered to the door. Uncertain 

Q^t look might terminate . he chose to get 

fast took at hlS ? neimes ’ lf the y 5houI ^ Prove to be 

such, realizing the advantage that goes to a man 

.who stands squarely on both feet. 

he heJd Leeway: r ° U§h ** ^ at the rCar ' 
yards'away 1 ’' 6 PlaCe> b0yS ~ the shack 

h> hk'S 

Meestaire R-r-unnion Better „ , mus be tiled - 
Cat's free tam' you've—- y piCkupy0ur£eet - 

■ pause Uune fe ’b d ack of Le' 013 '," bdlind the ho ^ 

stove-pipe of his cabin fro^V'^ Stanng at the 
smoke. It seemed to p 11 which came a wisp of 

position for a long time ^Th ^ i* hey held their 

; Sonrebody's ^ ^ = 

Pushing Past'um^d'comr^g ro e ird S th rk ’ an&rily ’ 
"gty Jook in his eyes. S d the corner > an 
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Burrell was standing at ease in the door, smoking, 
one forearm resting on the jamb, his wide shoulders 
nearly filling the entrance. 

‘ Good-afternoon,' he nodded, pleasantly. 

‘ When did you get here ? ' said Stark, after a 
pause. 

‘ A few hours ago.* 

4 How did you come ? ' asked Lee. 

• Black Bear Creek,’ said the soldier, curtly, at 
which Runnion broke into profanity. 

* Better hush,’ Burrell admonished him ; * there's 
a lady inside,' and at that instant Necia showed her 
laughing face under his arm, while the trader uttered 

her name in amazement. 

' Lunch is ready,' she said. 4 We’ve been expect¬ 
ing you for quite a while.' 

‘ Ba Gar! Dat's fonny t’ing for sure,' said Poleon.^ 
* Who tol’ you 'bout dis strike—eh ? ' 

4 Mother ; I made her,' the girl answered. 

‘ Take off your packs and come in,' Burrell in¬ 
vited, but Stark stode forward. 

4 Hold on a minute. This don't look good to me. 
You say your mother told you. I suppose you re 
Old Man Gale’s other daughter—eh ? ' 

Necia nodded. 

4 What time of day was it when you learned abo n 


this ? 


Do 


4 Cut that out,' roughly interjected Gale, 
you think I double-crossed you ? ’ 

The other turned upon him. 

4 It looks that way, and I intend to find out. ^ You 
said yesterday you hadn’t told anybody 

4 I didn't think about the woman, said the trader, 
a trifle disconcerted, whereupon Runnion gave ven 

to an ironical sneer. , . 

1 But here’s your girl and this man ahead v 

I suppose there’s others on the way, too. 
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* Nonsense I ’ Burrell cut in. ‘ Don’t quarrel about 
this. Miss Gale got wind of your secret, and beat you 
at your own game, so that ends it ; but there s 
plenty of ground left for all of you, and no harm done. 
^Nobody knows of this strike from us, I can assure 
you.’ 

' I call it sleeck work,’ chuckled the Canadian, 
slipping out of his straps. ‘ De nex’ tam' I go stam¬ 
pedin’ I tak’ you ’long, Necia.' 

* Me, too,' said Lee. * An’ now I’m goin' to tear 
into some of them beans I smell a bilin’ in yon¬ 
der.’ 

The others followed, although Stark and Runnion 
looked black and had little to say. It was an un¬ 
comfortable meal—every one was ill at ease ; Gale, 
in particular, was quiet, and ate less than any of 
them. His eyes sought Stark’s face frequently, and 
‘once the blood left his cheeks and his eyes blazed as 
he observed the gambler eyeing Necia, gazing at her 
with the same boldness he would have used in 
scanning a horse. 

* You are a mighty good-looking girl for a 
" blood,” ' remarked Stark, at last. 

‘ Thank you,’ she replied, simply, and the soldier’s 
vague dislike of the man crystallized into hate on the 
instant. There was a tone back of his words that 
seemed aimed at the trader, Meade thought, but 
Gale showed no sign of it, so the meal was finished in 
silence, after which the five belated prospectors went 
. ou t t° make their locations, for the fear of interrup¬ 
tion was upon them now. 

First they went down-stream, and, according to 
their agreement, the trader staked first, foil wed 
by Poleon and Stark, thus throwing Runnion's claim 
more than a mile distant from Lee’s discovery. Fr<>m 
here they went up the creek to hnd the girl’s other 
locations, one on each branch, at which Stark sneer- 

4 
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ingly remarked that she had pre-empted enough 
ground for a full-grown white woman. 

Runnion’s displeasure was even more open, and he 
fell into foul-mouthed mutterings, addressing him¬ 
self to Poleon and Stark while the trader was out of ^ 
earshot. * 

' This affair don't smell right, and I still think it's 
a frame-up.' 

4 Bah I ' exclaimed Doret. 

' The old man sent the girl on ahead of us to 
blanket all the good ground. That’s what he did 1 4 

4 Dat’s fool talk,' declared the Frenchman. 

4 I’m not so sure,’ Stark broke in. 4 You remember 
he hung back and wanted to go slow from the start; 
and didn't he ask us to camp early last night ? Looks 
now as if he did it just to give her time to get in 
first. He admitted that he knew the Black Bear i, 
trail, and if he lied about keeping his mouth shut to ** 
the squaw, he'd lie about other-' • 

4 Wait wan minnit,’ interrupted Poleon, his voice 
as soft as a woman’s. 4 I tol' you dat I know all 
'bout dis Black Bear Creek, too—you 'member, eh ? 
Wal, mebbe you t'ink I'm traitor, too. W'at ? 

W'y don' you spik out ? ’ 

The three of them were alone, and only the sound 
of Gale's axe came to them ; but at the light in the 
Canadian’s face Runnion hastily disclaimed any such 
thought on his part, and Stark shrugged his denial. 

‘ I don' know you feller’ at all,’continued Poleon, 

* but Ole Man Gale, he's my frien', so I guess you don' 
better talk no more lak’ dat.' 

‘ Don't get sore,' said Stark. 4 1 simply say it 
looks bad.' But the other had turned his back and 
was walking on. 

There are men quite devoid of the ability to read 
the human face, and Runnion was of this species. 
Moreover, malice was so bitter in his mouth that he 
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must have it out, so when they paused to blaze Ihe 
next stake he addressed himself to Stark loud enough 
for Poleon to hear. 

' That Lieutenant is more of a man than I thought 
he was.’ 

‘ How so ? ’ inquired the older man. 

‘ W ell, it takes nerve to steal a girl for one nighi 
and then face the father ; but the old man don't 
seem to mind it any more than she does. I guess he 
knows what it means, all right.' 

Stark laughed raucously. ‘ I thought of that 
myself,’ he said. ~~ "" ’ 

' That’s probably how Gale got his squaw,’ con¬ 
cluded Runnion, with a sneer. 


It seemed a full minute before the Frenchman gave 
sign that he had heard, then a strange cry broke from 
his throat and he began to tremble as if with cold. 
He was no longer the singer of songs or the man who 
was for ever a boy ; the mocking anger of a moment 
ago Wu.s gone ; in its place was a consuming fury 
that sucked the blood from beneath his tan, leaving 
him the pallor of ashes, while his mouth twitched 
and his head rolled slightly from side to side like a 
palsied old man’s. The red of his lips was blanched, 
leaving two white streaks against a faded, muddy 
background through which came strange and 
frightful oaths in a bastard tongue. Runnion drew 
back, fearful, and the older man ceased chopping 
and let his axe hang loosely in his hand. But evident¬ 
ly Poleon meant no violence, for he allowed the 
passion to run from him freely until it had spent its 
vigour, then said to Runnion : 

«vvw U G eider you are brave man or dam’ fool/ 
addressed.^uneasil Can 1 French y f ' -id the man 

?° in ’ die for w ' at y° u s ay jus' now 
Mebbe it s goin be you, m’sieu ; mebbe it’s goin' be 
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him ; I can’t tell yet, but I’m hope an’ pray it’s goin’ 
be you, biccause I t’ink w’at you say is a he, an’ no¬ 
body can spik dose kin' of lie 'bout Necia Gale.' 

He went crashing blindly through the underbrush, 
his head wagging, his shoulders slumped loosely for¬ 
ward like those of a drunken man, his lips framing 
words they could not understand. 

When he had disappeared Runnion drew a deep 
breath. 

‘ I guess I’ve framed something for Mister Burrell 
this time.' 

* You go about it queer,’ said Stark. ‘ I'd rather 
tackle a gang-saw than a man like Poleon Doret. 
Your frame-up may work double.’ 

* Huh ! No chance. The soldier was out all 
night alone with that half-breed girl, and anybody 
can see she's crazy about him. What's the answer ? ’ 

' Well, she's mighty pretty,' agreed the other, 

’ most too pretty for a mixed blood, but you can't 
make that Frenchman believe she's wrong.' 

‘ Why, he believes it now,’ chuckled Runnion, 

* or at least he’s jealous, and that's just as good. 
Those two will have trouble before dark. I wish 
they would—then I'd have a chance.' 

' Have you got your eye on her, too ? ' 

* Sure ! Do you blame me ? ’ 

* No. but she’s too good for you.’ 

* Then she's too good for them. I think I’ll enter 

the running.’ 

'Better stay out,' the gambler advised, ’ you 11 
have sore feet before you finish. As a matter of 
fact, I don’t like her father any better than you like 

her lovers-' 

* Well, it’s mutual. I can see Gale hates you like 
poison.' 

'—and I don’t intend to see him and his tribe hog 


<al] the best ground 
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' They’ve already done it. You can’t stop them.’ 
Before answering. Stark listened for the trader, 
but evidently Gale had finished his task and returned 
to the shack, for there was neither sign nor sound 
of him. 

‘ Yes, I can stop them,’ said Stark. * I want the 
ground that girl has staked, and I’m going to get it. 
It lies next to Lee’s, and it’s sure to be rich ; ours is 
so far away it may not be worth the recorder’s lee^. 
This creek may be as spotted as a coach-dog, so I 
don’t intend to take any chances.’ 

'She made her locations legally,’ said Runnion. 

‘ You leave that to me. When will the other boys 
be here ? ’ 

‘To-morrow morning. I told them to follow 
about four hours behind, and not to run in on us till 

we had finished. They'll camp a few miles down the 
creek, and be in early.’ 

; You couldn’t get but three, eh ? ’ 
ap haJf t,S ^ 1 could who would agree to give 

‘ Can we count on them ?' 

‘ Hu l 1 ! ' the other 6 nin ted. ‘ They worked with 
me and Soapy on the Skagway trail.' 

an , G ° 0d V FlVe against three ’ not counting the girl 
and the Lieutenant,’ Stark mused. 4 Well that 

returned * to his ^ the two 

returned to the cabin to find Lee cooking suppei 

Poleon was there with the others, but. except for h s 

S“isr a ” ,i8 " »■ ’-** 

s tarlt developed a loquacious mood after sunner 

txss'SXss? He N : cia ’ in whom he s " 

tvith a peculiar knack of I jeTtC' 

“ un conscious_heriting and Cveness That 

more than w6rds could ex^ess-and. know‘n P ^ 
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West so well, he fascinated the girl, who hung upo» 
his tales with flattering eagerness. 

Poteon had finished >everal pipes, and now sat in 
the shadows in the open doorway, apparently tired 
and dejected, though his eyes shone like diamonds 
and roved irom one to the other. Half unconsciously 
he heard Stark saying : 

‘ This girl was about your size, but not so dark, 
However, you remind me of her in some ways— 
that's why it puts her in my mind, I suppose. She 
v/as about your age at the time—nineteen.' 

' Oh. I’m not eighteen, yet,’ said Necia. 

* Well, she was a fine woman, anyhow, the best 
that ever set foot in Chandon, and there was a great 
deal of talk when she chose young Bennett over the 
Gaylord man, for Bennett had been running second 
best from the start, and everybody thought it was 
settled between her and the other one. However, 
they were married quietly.' 

The story did not interest the Canadian * his 
mind was in too great agitation to care for dead taJes ; 
his heart burned within him too fiercely, and he 
felt too great a desire to put his hands to work. As 
he watched Burrell and Runmon bend over the 
table looking at a little can of gold-dust that Tee 
had taken from under his bunk his eyes grew red 
and bloodshot beneath his hat-brim Which one 
of the two would it be, he wondered. From the 
comer of his eye he saw Gale rise from Lee s bed, 
where he had stretched himself to smoke, and take h j 
six shooter from his belt then r«now Je taotted 

bandanna from his neck, and beg 
gun, his head bowed over it earnestly, his facmU 
Shadow. He had ever been a carefid method'c^ 
man, reflected Poleon. and evidently would no g 
to sleep with his fire-arm in bad condition. 

* Nobody imagined that Gaylord wou 
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trouble, ’ Stark was saying, * for he didn’t seem to be 
a jealous sort, just stupid and kind of hcavy-witted ; 
but one night he took advantage of Bennett's 
absence and sneaked up to the house.’ The story¬ 
teller paused, and Necia, who was under the spell 
of his recital, urged him cn : 

‘ Yes, yes. What happened then ? Go on.’ 
But Stark stared gloomily at his hands, and held 
his silence for a full minute, the tale appearing to 
have awakened more than a fleeting interest in 
him. 

* It was one of the worst killings that ever happened 
In those parts,’ he continued. ‘ Bennett came back 
to find his wife murdered and the kid gone.’ 

‘ Oh 1 ’ said the girl, in a shocked voice. 

‘Yes, there was the deuce of a time. The town 
rose up in a body, and we—you see, I happened to be 
' there—we followed the man for weeks. W e trailed 
him and the kid clear over into the Nevada desert 
where we lost them. 

* Poor man 1 ’ 

’ Poor man ? ’ The story-teller raised his eyes and 
laughed sinisterly. ‘ I don't see where that comes 
in.’ 

4 And you never caught him ? * 

* No. Not yet.' 

He died of thirst in the desert, maybe, he and the 
little one.’ 

That s what we thought at ihe time, but 1 don't 
believe it now.' 

4 How so ? ' 

^ 4 \Yell, I’ve crossed his trail since then. No. 
jaylord is alive to-day, and so is the girl. Some 

time we U meet-' His voice gave out, and he 

stared again at the floor. 

, ‘ Wouldn’t the little girl be traced ? ' said Necia. 

What was her name ? ’ 
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Stark made to speak, but the word was never 
uttered, for there came a deafening roar that caused 
Lee’s candle to leap and flicker and the air inside the 
cabin to strike the occupants like a blow. Instantly 
there was confusion, and each man sprang to his 
feet crying out affrightedly, for the noise had come 
with utter unexpectedness. 

‘ My God, I've killed him 1 ' cried Gale, and with 
one jump he cleared half the room and was beside 
Stark, while his revolver lay on the floor where he 
had been sitting. 

4 What is it ? ' exclaimed Burrell ; but there was 
no need to ask, for powder-smoke was beginning to 
fill the room and the trader’s face gave answer. It 
was whiter than that of his daughter, who had 
crouched fearfully against the wall, and he shook 
like a man with ague. But Stark stood unhurt, 
and more composed than any of them ; following the 
first bound from his chair, he had relapsed into his 
customary quiet. There had blazed up one moment¬ 
ary flash of suspicion and anger, but it died straight¬ 
way, for no man could have beheld the trader and 
not felt contrition. His condition was pitiable, and 
the sight of a strong man overcome is not pleasant j 
when it was seen that no harm had been done the 
others strove to make light of the accident. 

‘ Get together, all of you I It’s nothing to be 

excited over,' said Stark. 

‘ How did it happen ? ' Runnion finally asked 

Gale who had sunk limply upon the edge of the 
bunk ; but when the old man undertook to answer 
his words were unintelligible, and he shook his head 

Stark ^laid his finger on the hole that the bullet had 
bored in the log close to where he was sitting, ana 

liii^hcd. . . * 

‘ Nevermind, old man.it missedmeby six inches. 
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You know there never was a bullet that could kill 

me. I’m six-shooter proof.’ 

‘ Wha’d I tell you ? ' triumphantly ejaculates 

Lee, turning his one eye upon the Lieutenant. "i ou 

laughed at me, didn't you ? ’ , 

‘ l’ m beginning to believe it myself, declared the 

soldier. . . 

• It’s a cinch,’ said Stark, positively. 

Doret, of all in the cabin, had said nothing. 
Seated apart from the others, he had seen the affair 
from a distance, as it were, and now stepped to the 
bed to lay his hand on Gale's shoulder. 

‘ Brace up, John 1 Sacr6 bleu 1 Your face look 
lak * flour. Come outside an' get liT air.' 

‘ It will do you good, father,' tirged Necia. 

The trader silently rose, picked up his hat, and 
shambled out into the night behind the Frenchman. 

‘ The old man takes it hard,’ said Lee, shaking his 
head, and Burrell remarked : 

4 I’ve seen things like that in army quarters, and 
the fellow who accidentally discharges his gun 
invariably gets a greater shock than his companion.’ 

4 I call it damned careless, begging your pardon. 
Miss Necia,’ said Runnion. 

Poleon led his friend down the trail for half 
a mile without speaking, till Gale had regained a 
grip of himself and muttered, finally : 

4 I never did such a thing before, Poleon, never 
In all my life.' 

The young man turned squarely and faced him, 
the starlight illumining their faces dimly. 

4 Why ? ’ said Doret. 

4 Why ? ' echoed Gale, with a start. 4 Well, 
because I'm careful, I suppose.' 

4 Why ? ’ insisted the Frenchman. 

4 1—I—I- What do you mean ? ' 

4 Don' lie wit' me, John. I’m happen to be watch 

4 * 
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you undemeat’ my hat w’en you turn roun foi 
ii anybody lookin'.’ 

* You saw ? ’ 

* Yes.’ 

* I thought you were asleep,’ said Gale* 


CHAPTER VIII 


THE KNITS' 

I N every community, be it never so small, there 
are undesirable citizens ; and, while the little 
pai was still at breakfast on the following morning, 
three such members of society came around the cabin 
and let fail their packs, greeting the occupants 
boisterously. 

‘Well, well I ' said Lee. coming to the door. 

* You're travellin’ kini :>'■ early, ain’t you ? ’ 

* Yes—early and late,’ on of them laughed, while 
the other two sprawled about as if to rest. 

4 How far are you goin’ ? 

4 Not far,’ the spokesman answered. 

Now in the North there is one formality that must 
be observed ",ith friend or enemy, and, though Lee 
knew these men for what they were, he said : 

‘ Better have some breakfast, anyhow.' 

* ate.’ There was an uncomfortable pause, 

then the speaker continued : 4 Look here. It s no 
use to flush around. We want a piece of this creek/ 
4 WnSt are you goin’ to do with it ? ’ 

Cut that out, Lee. We re on.’ 

Whb wised you up to this ? ’ inquired the miner, 
angrily, for he had other friends besides those pre¬ 
sent whom he wished to profit by this strike, and 
he had hoped to keep out this scum. 

‘Ne er mind who put us Jerry. Were here 
am t we? 
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Stark spoke up. ‘ You can't keep news ©f a gold 
strike when the wind blows, Lee. It travels on the 
breeze.' 

The harm was done, and there was no use in con¬ 
cealment, so Lee reluctantly told them of his discov¬ 
ery and warned them of the stakes already placed. 

‘ And see here, you fellers,' he concluded, 4 I’ve 
been forty years at this game and never had a creek 
named after me, but this* one is goin' to be called 
" 4 No Creek ' Lee Creek " or I fight. Does it go ? ' 

4 Sure, that's a good name, and we’ll vote for it.' 

4 Then go as far as you like,’ said the miner, dis¬ 
missing them curtly. 

4 I’ll step along with the boys and show them 
where our upper stakes are,' volunteered Stark, and 
Runnion offered to do the same, adding that it were 
best to make sure of no conflict so early in the game. 
The five disappeared into the woods, leaving the 
others at the cabin to make preparations for the 
homeward trip. 

‘That man who did the talking is a tinhorn 
gambler who drifted in a month ago, the same as 
Runnion, and the others ain't much better,’ said 
Gale, when they had gone. 4 Seems like the crooks 
always beat the straight men in.' 

4 Never knowed it to fail,' Lee agreed. 4 There’s 
a dozen good men in camp I'd like to see in on this 
find, but it'll be too late 'gin we get back.’ 

‘ Dose bum an' saloon feller got all de bes claims 
at Klondike,' said Poleon. 4 I guess it's goin' be de 
c 'miic here.* 

4 I don’t like the look of this,' observed the Lieu¬ 
tenant, thoughtfully. 4 I’m afraid there s some 
kind of a job on foot.' 

There's nothing they can do,' Gale answered, 

4 We've got our ground staked out, and it’s up to 
them to choose what’s left.' 
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They were nearly ready to set out for Flambeau 
when the five men returned. 

4 Before you go,' said Stark, ' I think we d better 
organize our mining district. There are enough 
present to do it.’ 

4 We can make the kind of laws we want before the 
gang comes along,’ Runnion chimed in, ‘ and elect s 
recorder who will give us a square deal.’ 

' I’ll agree if we give Lee the job,’ said Gale. 4 It's 
coming to him as the discoverer, and I reckon the 
money will be handy, seeing the hard luck he’s 
played in.’ 

4 That’s agreeable to me,’ Stark replied, and pro¬ 
ceeded forthwith to call a miners’ meeting, being 
himself straightway nominated as chairman by one 
of the strangers. There was no objection, so he went 
in, as did Lee, who was made secretary, with instruc¬ 
tions to write out the business of the meeting, to¬ 
gether with the bye-laws as they were passed. 

The group assembled in the cleared space before 
the cabin to make rules and regulations governing the 
district, for it is a custom in all mining sections 
removed from authority for the property holders thus 
to make local laws governing the size of claims, the 
amount of assessment work, the size of the recorder’s 
fees, the character of those who may hold mines, and 
such other questions as arise to affect their personal 
or property interests. In the days prior to the estab¬ 
lishment of courts and the adoption of a code of laws 
for Alaska, the entire country was governed in this 
way, even to the adjudication of criminal actions. 
It was the primitive majority rule that prevails in 
every new land, and the courts later recognized and 
approved the laws so made and administered even 
when they differed in every district, and even when 
these statutes were often grotesque and ridiculous. 
As a whole, however, they were direct in their effect 
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and worked no hardship; in fact, government by 
miners' meeting is looked upon to this day, by those 
who lived under it, as vastly superior to the com¬ 
plicated machinery which later took its place. 

The law permits six or more people to organize 
a mining district and adopt articles of government, 
so this instance was quite ordinary and proper. 

Lee had come by his learning slowly, and he wrote 
after the fashion of a school-boy, who views his 
characters from every angle and follows their 
intricacies with corresponding movements of the 
tongue, hence the business of the meeting progressed 
slowly. 

It was of wondrous interest to Necia to be an in¬ 
tegral part of such important matters, and she took 
pride in voting on every question ; but Burrell, who 
observed the proceedings from neutral ground, could 
not shake off the notion that all was not right. Things 
moved too smoothly. It looked as if there had 
been a rehearsal. Poleon and the trader, however, 
seemed not” to notice it, and Lee was wallowing to 
the waist in his own troubles, so the young man 
kept his eyes open and waited. 

The surprise came when they had completed the 
organization of the district and had nearly finished 
adopting bye-laws. It was so boldly attempted and 
so crude in its working-out that it seemed almost 
laughable to the soldier, until he saw these men were 
in deadly earnest and animated by the crudest 
of motives. Moreover, it showed the first glimpse 
of Stark’s spite against the trader, which the Lieu¬ 
tenant had divined. , 

Runnion moved the adoption of a rule that no 

women be allowed to locate mining claims, and one ol 

the strangers seconded it. 

* What's that ? * said Lee. raising his one eye from 

the note-book in which he was transcribing. 
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' It isn’t right to let women in on a man’s game/ 
(said Runnion. 

‘ That’s my idea,’ echoed the seconder. 

' I s’pose this is aimed at my girl.’ said Gale, spring- 
ing to his feet. * I might have known you bums 
were up to some crooked work.’ 

Poleon likewise rose and ranged himself with the 
trader. 

' Ba Gar 1 I don’ stan’ for dat,’ said he, excitedly. 

' You want for jump Necia’s claims, eh ? * 

‘ As long as I’m chairman we’ll have no rough 
work,’ declared Stark, glaring at them. ‘ If you 
want trouble, you two, I reckon you can have it, but, 
whether you do or not, the majority is going to rule, 
and we’ll make what laws we want to.’ 

He took no pains now to mask his dislike of Gale, 
who began to move towards him in his dogged, 
t resolute way. Necia, observing them, hastened to 
her father’s side, for that which she sensed in the 
bearing of both men quite overcame her indignation 
at this blow against herself. 

' No, no, don't have any trouble,’ she pleaded, as 
she clung to the trader. ' For my sake, daddy, sit 
down.’ Then she whispered fiercely into Ins ear : 
‘Can’t you see he’s trying to make you fight? 
There’s too many of them. Wait I Wait! ’ 

Burrell attempted to speak, but Stark, who was 
presiding turned upon him fiercely : 

‘ Now this is one time when you can’t butt in, 
Mr. Soldier Man. This is our business. Is that 
plain ? 

The Lieutenant realized that he had no place in 
this discussion, and yet their move was so openly 
brazen that he could restrain himself with difficulty. 
A moment later he saw the futility of interference, 
when Stark continued, addressing the trader : 

‘ This isn’t a:.ned at you in particular, Gale, nor at 
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your girl, for a motion to disqualify her isn't neces¬ 
sary. She isn't old enough to hold mining property.* 

‘ She’s eighteen,' declared the trader. 

‘ Not according to her story.' 

' Well, I can keep her claims for her till she gets 
of age.’ 

* We’ve just fixed it so you can't,’ grinned Run- 
nion, cunningly. ‘ No man can hold more than one 
claim on a creek. You voted for that yourself.' 

Too late, Gale saw the trick by which Stark had 
used him to rob his own daughter. If he and his 
two friends had declined to be a part of this meeting, 
the others could not have held it, and before another 
assembly could have been called the creek would have 
been staked from end to end, from rim to rim, by 
honest men, over whom no such action could pass ; 
but, as it was, his own votes had been used to sew him 
up in a mesh of motions and resolutions. 

' No Creek ' Lee had the name of a man slow in 
speech and action, and one who roused himself to 
anger deliberately, much as a serpent stings itself into 
a painful fury ; but now it was apparent that he was 
boiling over, for he stammered and halted and 
blurted explosively. 

‘ You're a bunch of rascals, all of you, tryin' to down 
a pore girl and get her ground ; but who put ye wise 
to this thing, in the first place ? Who found this 
gold ? Just because there's enough of you to vote 
that motion through, that don t make it legal, not 
by a damned sight, and it won t hold because I 
won’t write it in the book. You—you — He 
glared at them malevolently, searching his mind 
for an epithet sufficiently vile, and, finding it, spat 
vt out—' dressmakers I ’ 

So this was why both Stark and Runnion had gone 
up the creek with the three new men, thought Burr el. 
No doubt they had delibc’.aejy arranged the whole 
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thing so that the new arrivals could immediately 
relocate each of Necia's claims—the pick of all the 
ground outside Lee’s discovery, and the surest to be 
valuable—and that Stark would share in the robbery. 

* He or Runnion, or both of them, had broken Lee’s 
oath of secrecy even before leaving camp, which 
accounted for the presence of these thugs ; and 
now, as he revolved the situation rapidly in his mind 
the soldier looked up at a sudden thought. Poleou 
had begun to speak, and from his appearance it 
seemed possible that he might not cease with words ; 
moreover, it was further evident that they were all 
intent on the excited Frenchman and had no eyes for 
the Lieutenant. Carefully slipping around the cor¬ 
ner of the cabin, and keeping the house between him 
and the others, Burrell broke into a swift run, mak¬ 
ing the utmost possible speed for fear they should 
miss him and guess his purpose, or, worse yet, finish 
their discussion and adjourn before he could com¬ 
plete his task. He was a light man on his feet, and 
he dodged through the forest, running more carelessly 
the farther he went, visiting first the upper claims, 
then, making a wide detour oT the cabin, he came 
back to the initial stake of Necia's lower claim, stag¬ 
gering from his exertions, his lungs bursting from 
the strain. He had covered nearly a mile, but, 
even so, he laughed grimly as he walked back to¬ 
wards the cabin, for it was a game worth playing, and 
he was glad to take a hand on the side of the trader 
and the girl. Coming within earshot, he heard the 
meeting vote to adjourn. It could not have termin¬ 
ated more opportunely had he held a stop-watch 
on it. 

From the look of triumph on Runnion’s face, the 
Lieutenant needed no glance at Gale or Poleon or 
Necia to know that the will of the majority had 
prevailed, and that the girl’s importunities had 
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restrained her advocates from a resort to violence. 
She looked very forlorn, like a little child just robbed 
and deceived, with the shock of its first great disill¬ 
usionment still fresh in its eyes. 

Runnion addressed the other conspirators loudly.. 
« UHI1 H FPP annd claims ODen for 


VU111UVJ11 CLKAKAl — - r * - 

Well boys, there are three good claims open lor 
relocation. I’m sorry I can't stake one of them. 

‘They won’t lie open long,’ said one of the un¬ 
desirable citizens, starting to turn down-stream while 
ids two companions made for the opposite direction. 

But Burrell stopped them. 

‘ Too late, boys. Your little game went wrong. 

Now ! Now 1 Don’t get excited. Whew 1 I had 

^ Gale*paused in his tracks and looked at the young 

man queerly. f 

‘ What do you mean ? 

* I've jumped those claims myself. 

* You jumped them 1 ’ cried Necia. , 

‘Sure! 1 changed my mind about 

'It’s a he 1 ’ cried Runnion, at which Burrell 

’'“iVe beenwaiting for this, Runnion-ever since 

yU ' U I C n"an b you haven’t had time,’ the other tem- 

P °' ri ol d ^ha U t rr sounds better I If you don't believe me 
take , look ^yo-elf^U find 

contTnued ’Kindly record them for me,so there wrU _ 

be .%r^n1SlTr said the beUtge^ 
corder ' You’re worsen these crooks. T 

“ 7 *. sm - t 
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* Anybody who thinks the American army is 
asleep is crazy.' Then to Burrell, 4 You certainly 
are a nice young man to double-cross your friends 
like that.’ 

1 ‘ You're no friend of mine,’ Meade retorted. 

‘ I ? What do you mean ? ' 

* I double-crossed you, Stark, nobody else.' 

The Kentuckian glared at him with a look like that 

which Runnion had seen in his face on that first day 
at the trading-post. The thought of these five men 
banded together to rob this little maid had caused 
a giddiness to rise up in him, and his passions were 
beginning to whirl and dance. 

‘ There’s no use mouthing words about it,’said he. 
’ These thugs are your tools, and you tried to steal 
that ground because it’s sure to be rich.' 

^ Stark exclaimed angrily, but the other gave him 
no time to break in. 


( ‘Now, don’t get rough, because that is my game, and 
I’d be pleased enough to take you back a prisoner.' 
Then turning to Lee, he said : * Don’t make me force 
you to record my locations. 1 staked those claims 
for Miss Gale, and I 11 deed them to her when she 
turns eighteen.’ 

Poleon Doret called to Runnion : ‘ M'sieu, you 
'member w’at I tol’ you yestidday ? I'm begin 
for tmk it’s goin’ be you.’ 

The man paled in his anger, but said nothing. 
Necia clapped her hands gleefully. 

Seeing that the game had gone against him, Stark 
got his feelings under control quickly, and shrugged 
his shoulders as he turned away. 

. J Yo t U ? in ^ wrong. Lieutenant,’ he remarked • 
but I don’t want any trouble. You’ve got the 
law with you.’ Then to Runnion and the others 
he said. Well, I m ready to hit the trail.' 

When they had shouldered their packs and disap- 
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peared down the valley, Gale held out his hand to the 
soldier. * Young man, I reckon you and I will be , 
friends.' 

‘ Thank you,' said Burrell, taking the offer of ^ 
friendship which he knew was genuine at last. 

‘I’m in on that ! ' said ‘ No Creek ' Lee ; ‘ you’re 
all right I ’ 

Poleon had been watching Stark’s party disappear, 
but now he turned and addressed the young soldier. 

* You mak’ some enemies to-day, M’sieu.’ 

‘ That's right,' agreed Lee. * Ben Stark will never 
let up on you now.' 

Very well, that is his privilege.' 

* You don’t savvy what it means to get him down 
on you,' insisted Lee. * He'll frame things up to 
suit himself, then pick a row with you. He’s the 
quickest man on a trigger in the West, but he won ty 
never make no open play, only just devil the life 
out of you with little things till you flare up, then 
he'll down you. That's how he killed the gold 
commissioner back in British Columbia. 

Necia had said little so far, but the look in her 
eves repaid the soldier for his undertaking in her 
behalf, and for any mischief that might ensue from 
it She came forward and laid her hands upon his. 

* Promise that you won't have trouble with him she 
begged, anxiously, ‘ for it’s all my fault, and I d 
—I d always blame myself if any hurt came to you. 

Promise I Won't you? • 

* Don't worry, daughter, reassured Gale. There* 

nothing Stark can do, and whatever happens we r i 
with the Lieutenant. He;s our kind of pcciple. 

Burrell liked this grizzled old feHow with t 
watchful eyes, and was glad now that he g % 

his hand and face him squarely with no guil I 

his conscience. . , . . , 

Jiy this tune Doret had finished with their blanket*. 
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and the four set out for town, but instead of follow¬ 
ing the others they accepted Necia as guide and chose 
the trail to Black Bear Creek. They had not gone 

far before she took occasion to lag behind with th<- 
^Lieutenant. 

' I couldn't thank you before all those people— 
they would have read our secret—but you know how 
I feel, don’t you, Meade ? ' 

| Why ! It was a simple thing-* 

* ^ was splendid when you defied them. My 
what a fierce you are 1 Oh, boy I What if some¬ 
thing should happen to you over this 1 ' 

* But there’s no chance. It’s all done, and you'll 

have your fine dresses and be able to hold your nose 
just as high as you want. 1 

‘ Whatever I get I will owe to you. I—I’ve been 
junking. Suppose—well, suppose you keep two of 

.«n_ C alm8; are Eure to be rich-’ 

, Wh y- Necia 1 ' he exclaimed. 

theT^w y re o 3 f OUra ’ an< V haVe n ° right to thcm under 
the law. Of course it would be very handsome of 

you to give me one—the poorest.' 

at her U t0 haV - ?° Ur earS boxed ’’ he laughed 

for' \Tr\Z: hy - You -y° u -™ay be very poor. 

payment for 'tHEavour."’^* ^ 
j pl-e! nTsdl one y tTyo^'^ ‘° d ° “ 

^d T t, n th S m ock 0 ha d ute^ Vai1 mySCU ° f ‘ he ° ff -' h - 
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was a minor and as such her bargain would not hold. 

It was evidently her mood to re-enter the land of 
whims and travel again, as they had on the way from 
town, but he knew that for him such a thing could 
not bo, for his eyes had cleared since then. 1 h- knew* 
that lie could never again wander through the happy 
valley, f-«r he vowed this maid should be no play¬ 
thing for him or for any other man, and as there could 
be no honourable end to this affair, it must terminate 


at once. Just how this was to be consummated he 
had not determine d a-, yet, nor did he lik to set about 
its solution, it hurt hi n so to think ol losing her. 
However, she was very young, only a child, and in 
time would come to count him but a menioiy, no 
doubt ; while as for him—well, it would be hard to 
forget her, but he could and would. He reasoned 
glibly that this was the only honest course, and his 
reasoning convinced him ; then, all of a sudden, the 
pressure of her warm lips came upon him, and the 
remembrance upset every premise and process of 
his !• gic. Nevertheless, lie was honest in his stub¬ 
born determination f« conclude the affair, and finally 
d< cided to k t time show him the way. 

She seemed to be very happy, her mood being in 
marked contrast to that of Polcon and the tiader, 
both of whom had fallen silent and gloomy,.and m 
V h, >,n the- hours wrought no change. I he latter had 
taatlv acknowledged Ins treachery towards Stark 
on the previous night, but beyond that he would not 
go, oft. ring no motive, excuse, or explanation, thoos; - 
me to stand in the eyes of Ins friend as an intended 
murderer, notwithstanding which Polcon let the mas¬ 
ter drop-tor was not Ins friend a good man? Had 
1 1 1 ■ not been tried in a hundred ways ? 1 he young 

1 . c.irhman knew tl.crc must have been strong reason 

for Gale’s outburst, and was content to tn ‘- 
w ithout puzzling his mind to discovei the cau c 
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Now, a secret must either grow or die—there is 
no fallow age for it—and this one h id lived with Gale 
for fifteen years, until it had made an old man of him. 
It weighed him down until the desire to be rid of it 
■^“lmost became overpowering at times ; but his 
caution was ingrained and powerful, and so it was that 
he resisted the temptation to confide in his partner, 
although the effort left him tired and inert. The 
only one to whom he could talk was Alluna—she 
understood, and though she might not help, the 
sound of his own voice at least always afforded him 
some relief. 

As to Poleon, no one had ever seen him thus. 
Never in all his life of dream and song and romance 
had he known a heavy heart until now, for if at times 
he had wept like a girl, it was at the hurts of others. 
He had loved a bit, and gambled much, with equal 
misfortune, and the next day he had forgotten. He 
had lived the free, clean life of a man who wins joy¬ 
ously or goes down with defiance in his throat, but 
this venomous thing that Runnion had planted in 
him had ^e|*:d and circulated through his being until 
every fibre was penetrated with a bitter poison. Most 
of his troubles could be grabbled with bare hands, but 
here was >ue against which force would not iivad. 
beret "•< was unhappy. 

The party reached Flambeau on the following day, 
sufficiently ahead of Stark and his men for Lee to 
make known his find to his friends, and by sunset 
♦the place was depopulated, while a line of men could 
be seen creeping slowly up the valleys. 

Gale found Aliuna in charge of the store, but no 
opportunity of talking alone with her occurred until 
late in the evening, after Nccia had put the tw’o little 
ones to bed and had followed them wearily. Then 
he told his squaw. She took the news better than he 
expected, and showed no emotion such as other 
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women would have displayed, even when he told her 
of the gunshot. Instead, she inquired : 

' Why did you try it there before all those others ? 

4 Well, when I heard him talking, the wish to kill 
him was more than I could stand, and it came on 
all at once, so that I was mad, I suppose. I never 
did the like before.’ He half shuddered at the 
memory. 

‘ I am sorry,’ she said. 

4 Yes ! So am I. ’ 

‘ Sorry that you failed, for you will never have as 
good a chance again. What was the matter with 
your aim ? I have seen you hit a knot-hole, shoot¬ 
ing from the hip.’ 

‘ The man is charmed,’ declared Gale. xle * 


bullet-proof.’ 

‘ There are people,’ she agreed, that a gunshot 
will not injure. There was a man like that among^ 
my people—my father's enemy—but he was not 

proof against steel.' . 

* Your old man knifed him, eh ? 

She nodded. ., . 

‘ Ugh I' the man shivered. I couldn t do that. 

A gun is a straight man's friend, but a knife is the 

weapon of traitors. I couldn’t drive it home. 

‘ Does this man suspect ? ' 


■ Then it is child’s play. We will lay a trap.^ 

■ No by God 1 ’ Gale interrupted her hotly. I 
tried that kind of work, and it won’t do. I m no 


m ‘ Those are only words,’ said the woman, quietly. 

• To kill your enemy is the law.' 

The only light in the room came from the stove, a 
great iron cylinder made from a coal-oil tank h 
lay on a rectangular bed of sand held insi e ' . m 
timbers, with a door in one end to tak- whole leng 
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of cord-wood, and which, being open, lit the space 
in front, throwing the sides and comers of the place 
into blacker mystery. 

When he made no answer the squaw slipped out 
into the shadows, leaving him staring into the flames, 
to return a moment later bearing something in her 
Lands, which she placed in his. It was a knife in a 
scabbard, old and worn. 

‘ There is no magic that can turn bright steel,' 
she said, then squatted again in the dimness outside 
of the firelight. Gale slid the case from the long 
blade and held it in his palm, letting the firelight 
flicker on it. He balanced it and tested the feel of its 
handle against his palm, then tried the edge of it with 
his thumb-nail, and found it honed like a razor. 

‘ A child could kill with it,' said Alluna. * Both 
edges of the blade are so thin that a finger’s weight 
will bury it. One should hold the wrist firmly till 
it pierces through the coat, that is all—aftei that 
the flesh takes it easily, like butter.’ 

The glancing, glinting light flashing from the 
deadly thing seemed to fascinate the man, for he held 
it a long while silently. Then he spoke. 

' For fifteen years I’ve been a haunted man, with a 
soul like a dark and dismal ganet peopled with bats 
and varmints that flap and flutter all the time. 1 used 
to figger that if I killed this man I’d kill that mem¬ 
ory, too, and those flitting, noiseless things would 
leave me, but the thought of doing it made me afraid 
every time, so I ran away, which never did no good 
—you can't outfoot a memory—and I knew all the 
while that we’d meet sooner or later. Now that the 
day is here at last. I’m not ready for it. I’d like to 
run away again if there was any place to run to, but 
I ve followed frontiers till I’ve seen them disappear 

T cLT' e '■ Tr e retreat ed till my back is against 
the Cncle, and there isn t any further land to «o to, 
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All the time I've prayed and planned for this meet¬ 
ing, and yet—I’m undecided.' 

1 Kill him ! ’ said Alluna. 

' God knows I’ve always hated trouble, whereas 
it’s what he lives on. I've always wanted to die in >* 
bed, while he's been a killer all his life and the smoke 
hangs forever in his eyes. Only for an accident we 
might have lived here all our days and never had a 
" run-in," which makes me wonder if I hadn’t better 
let things go on as they are.' 

‘ Kill him ! It is the law,’ repeated Alluna, stub¬ 
bornly, but he put her aside with a slow shake of the 
head and arose as if very tired. 

' No I I don't think I can do it—not in cold 
blood, anyhow. Good-night I I’m going to sleep 
on it.' He crossed to the door of his room, but as he 
went she noted that he slipped the knife and s< ab- 
bard inside the bosom of his shirt. 


CHAPTER IX 


THE AWAKENING 


E ARLY the next morning Corporal Thomas came 
into the store and found Necia tending it while 
Gale was out. Ever since the day she had questioned 
him about Burrell, this old man had taken every 
occasion to talk with the girl, and when he asked 
her this morning about the reports concerning Lee’s 
strike, she told him of her trip, and all that had 
occurred. 


You see, I m a mine-owner now,’ she concluded, 
* H ^ hadn’t been a secret I would have told you 
before 1 went so you could have been one ol the first.’ 

‘ I m 6 oin ’. anyhow,’ he said, ' if the Lieutenant 
will let me and if it’s not too late.’ 

Then she told him of the trail by Black Bear 
Creek which would save him several hours. 

4 ,S° that’s how you and he made it ? ' lie observed, 

gazing at her shrew'diy. ' I supposed you went with 
your father ? ’ 

* Oh, no I We b«*at him in.’ she said, and fell to 
musing at the memory of those hours passed alone 
with Meade, while her eyes shone and her cheeks 
glowed, The Corporal saw the look, and it bore out 
a theory he had formed during the past month, so 
as he lingered, he set about a task that had lain in 
his mind for some time As a rule he was not a care¬ 
ful man m his speech, and the delicacy of this man- 

lT' nU,ty *° the utmos ‘. f°r he loved 
the girl and feared to say too much. 
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• The Lieutenant is a smart young fellow/ he b«- 

gan ; ‘ and it was slick work jumpin’ all those claims. 
It’s just like him to befriend a girl like you—I ve 
sem him do it before-’ 

' What ! exclaimed Necia, “ befriend other girls ? ' M 

• Or things just like it. He's always doing favours 

that get him into trouble.’ 

• This couldn’t cause him trouble, could it, outside 

of Stark’s and Runnion's grudge ? ' 

• No, I reckon not,' assented the Corporal, groping 
blindly for some way of expressing what he wished 
to say. ‘ Except, of course, it might cause a lot of 
talk at headquarters when it’s known what he’s done 
for you and how he done it. I heard something about 
it down the street this morning, so I'm afraid it will 
get to St. Michael’s, and then to his folks.’ He 
realized that he was not getting on well,for thetas^ 

was harder than he had imagined. 

‘ 1 don’t understand,’ said Necia. ‘ He hasn t done 
anything that any man wouldn't do under the san e 
circumstances.’ 

• No man's got a right to make folks talk about a 
nice girl,' said the Corporal ;' and the leller that to.d 
me about .t said he reckoned you two was m love. 

He hurried along now without offering her a chance 
to speak. ‘01 course, that had to be caught t. 
quick ; you’re too fine a girl for that. 

■ Too fine ? ’ Necia laughed. ... , . . 

• 1 mean you're too fine and good to let him p 
you in wrong, just as he's too fine a fellow and gc. 
Too much ahead of him to make what his people 

would call a messy-alhance.’ 

• Would his people object to-to such a.thing 

questioned the girl. They were alone in the store 
and so they could talk freely. I'm just supposing 

you know.’ , . . 3 , femoral 

' ‘Oh, Lord! Would they object? Corporal 
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Thomas laughed in a highly artificial manner that 
made Necia bridle and draw herself up indignantly. 

Why should they, I’d like to know ? I’m just 
as pretty as other girls, and I'm just as good. I 
^know just as much as they do, too, except—about 
certain things.' 

‘ You sure are all of that and more, too,' the Cor¬ 
poral declared, heartily, ' but if you knowed more 
about things outside you’d understand why it ain’t 
possible. I can’t tell you without hurtin'your feel- 
in's, and I like you too much for that. Miss Necia. 
Seems as if I m almost a daddy to you, and I've only 

knowed you for a few weeks-.* 

‘Go ahead and tell me; I won’t be offended; 
insisted the girl. * You must. I don’t know much 
about such things, for I’ve lived all my life with men 
like father and Poleon, and the priests at the Mission, 
>who treat me just like one of themselves. But sonu> 
body will want to marry me some day, I suppose, 
w> I ought to know what is wrong with me.’ She 
flushed up darkly under her brown cheeks. 

lhe feelmg came over Corporal Thomas that he 
had hurt a helpless animal of some gentle kind; that 
he was bungling his work, and that he was not of the 
calibre to go into the social amenities. He began to 
peppire uncomfortably, but went on. doggedly: 

. t- f° m t0 o Cl1 yOU a story * not bec ause it appli< 

Burre11 ' or because he's in love with 

^ with hmi . CQUrSe he am t more than you be 

' Of course,’ said the girl. 

* —but just to show you what I mean. It was a 
good long spell ago, when I was at Fort SuddIv 

\Ve C f h e W M t J e fr ? nUer iD them da y s like thi * ^ now 
\\e freighted m from Dodge Citv with h.,11 * “ 

and it was sure the fringe of theCourier fo women 

no soaety—nothin' much except a fort, a lot of 
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Injuns, and a few officials with their wives and fami¬ 
lies. Now them kind of places is ali right for married 
men, but they're tough sleddin’ for single ones, and 
after a while a feller gets awful careless about him- ^ 
self; he seems to go backward and run down mighty 
quick when he gets away from civilization and his 
people and restaurants and such things ; he gets 
plumb reckless and forgetful of what's what. Well, 
there was a captain with us, a young feller that looked 
like the Lieutenant here, and a good deal the same 
sort—high-tempered and chivrt/rious and all that 
sort of thing ; a West Pointer, too, good family and 
all that, and, what's more, a captain at twenty-five. 
Now, our head freighter was married to a squaw, or 
leastways he had been, but in them days nobody 
thought much of it any more than they do up here 
now, and particularly because he'd had a govern-^, 
meut contract for a long while, ran a big gang of 
men and critters, and had made a lot of money. 
Likewise he had a girl, who lived at the fort, and was 
mighty nice to look at, and restful to the eye after a 
year or so of cactus-trees and mesquite and buffalo- 
grass. She was twice as nice and twice as pretty as 
the women at the post, and as for money— well, her 
dad could have bought and sold all the officers in a 
lump • but they and their wives looked down on 
her, and she didn’t mix with them none whatever. 

To make it short, the captain married her. Seemed 
like he got disregardful of everything, and the ^nger 
to have a woman just overpowered him. b * ie Jj w 
been courted by every single man for four hundred 
miles around. She was pretty and full of fire, and 
they was both of an age to love hard, so Jefferson 
swore he'd make the other women take her; nut 
soldierin' is a heap different from any other protes- 
sion, and the army has got its own traditions, me 
plan wouldn’t work. By and bye the captain got 
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tired of trying, and gave up the attempt—just de¬ 
voted himself to her—and then we was transferred, 
all but him. We shifted to a better post, but Cap¬ 
tain Jefferson was changed to another company and 
'fcad to stay at Supply. Gee ! it was a rotten hole I 
Influence had been used, and there he stuck, while 
the new officers cut him out completely, just like 
the others had done, so I was told, and it duftcd 
on that way for a long time, him forever makin’ an 
uphill fight to get his wife reco’nized and always 
quittin loser. His folks back East was scandalized 
and froze him cold, callin’ him a squaw-man ; and the 
story went ah through the army, till his' brother 
officers had to treat him cold in order to keep enough 
warmth at home to live by, one thing leading "to 
another till he finally resented it openly. After 

■*-nt thit U 11 * 1( ? ng ' They made lt so un plea- 

- , th ^ h 5L ( 3 u,t the service—crowded him out, 

v . He , was a bo ™ soldier, too, and didn’t 

a"” "! 1118 C SC no " care for nothing else ; as fine 
a man as I ever served under, but it soured him so 

V GSn + ake couJdn,t have bv ed with him. He 

tned to go into some kind of business after he quit 
made good as long IsTk^wof ’ him' The^Uime 

X h cXs as d H:Va n d ^ * & - 

Uvin' with a greaser in Tucsonl!?- W> Wh ° was 

And do you think I’m hke that woman ? ’ said 
^Jecia, in a queer, strained voice cu,* u a r , 

Of course I agreed Necia again. 
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would happen to Lieutenant Burrell if—if—well, if 
he should do something like that ? There are many 
half-breed girls, I dare say, like this other girl, or— 
like me.’ 

She did not flush now as before; instead, her jfc 
cheeks were pale. 

4 It would go a heap worse with him than it did 
with Captain Jefferson,' said the Corporal, * for he’s 
got more ahead of him and he comes from better 
stock. Why, his family is way up ! They’re all 
soldiers, and they're strong at headquarters; 
they're mighty proud, too, and they wouldn’t stand 
for his doing such a thing, even if he wanted to. But 
he wouldn't try ; he's got too much sense, and loves 
army too well for that. No, sir ! He’ll go a 
long ways, that boy will, if he's let alone.' 

* I never thought of myself as an Indian,' said 
Necia, dully. ‘ In this country it's a person’s hearty 

that counts.’ , 

‘ That's how it ought to be,' said the Corporal, 

heartily ; 4 and I’m mighty sorry if I’ve hurt you, 
little girl. I’m a rough old rooster, and 1 never 
thought but what you understood all this. Up here 
folks look at it right, but outside it’s mighty differ¬ 
ent * even yet you don t half understand. 

‘ I'm glad I'm what I am ! ' cried the girl. 

* There's nothing in my blood to be ashamed of, and 
I'm white in here I ' She struck her bosom fiercely. 

‘ If a man loves me he’ll take me no matter what it 

means to him.' .. T 

‘ Right for you,’ assented the other ; and if I was 

younger myself. I’d sure have a lot of nice things to 

say to you If I’d ’a’ had somebody like you Id 

’ a ’ let liquor alone, maybe, and amounted to som 

thing, but all I’m good for now is to give advice a 

draw my pay.’ He slid down from ^ the count 

where he had been sitting. 4 I’m goin to bun p 
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the Lieutenant and get him to let me off. Mcbbe I can 
stake a claim and sell it.' 

The moment he was gone the girl’s composure 
vanished and she gave vent to her feelings. 

It’s a lie ! It’s a lie ! ' she cried, aloud, and with 
her fists she beat the boards in front of her. ’ Ho 
loves me I I know he does 1 ' Then she began to 
tremble, and sobbed : * I'm just like other girls.' 

She was still wrestling with herself when Gale 
returned, and he started at the look in hei face as 
3he approached him. 

‘ Why did you marry my mother ? ' she asked 
' Why ? Why did you do it ? ’ 


He saw that she was in a rage, and answered, 
bluntly, * I didn't.’ 

She shrank at this. * Then why didn't you ? 
Shame 1 Shame ! That makes me worse than I 
thought I was. Oh, why did you ever turn squaw- 
man ? Why did you make me a breed ? ' 

‘ Look here 1 What ails you ? ’ said the trader. 

' What ails me?' she mocked. * Why, I'm 
neither white nor red ; I’m not even a decent Indian. 

I m a a- She shuddered. * You made me 

what I am. You didn't do me the justice even to 
marry my mother.’ 

‘ Somebody’s been saying things about you,’ said 
Gale, quietly, taking her by the shoulders. ‘ W ho is 
it ? Tell me who it is.' 


No, no ! It’s not that ! Nobody has said any¬ 
thing to my face ; they’re afraid of you, I suppose 
but God knows what they think and say to my back.' 
^ began the trader, but she interrupted 

‘ I’ve just begun to realize what I am. I’m not 
I respectable. I’m not like other women, and never 
can be I m a squaw—a squai b 1 ' 

* You're not 1 ' he cried. 
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‘ It’s a nice word, isn’t it ? ’ 

‘ What’s wrong with it ? ’ 

* No honest man can marry me. I’m a vagabond ! 
The best I can get is my bed and board, like my 
mother.' £ 

‘ By God 1 Who offered you that ? ' Gale's face 
was whiter than hers now, but she disregarded him 
and abandoned herself to the tempest of emotion 
that swept her along. 

‘ He can play with me, but nothing more, and 
when he is gone another one can have me. and then 
anotl er and another and another—as long as I can 
cook and wash and work. In time my man will 
beat me, just like any other squaw, I suppose, but I 
can’t marry ; I can't be a wife to a decent man. 

She was in the clutch of an hysteria that made her 
writhe beneath Gale’s hand, choking and sobbing, 
until he loosed her ; then she leaned exhaust*# 
against a post and wiped her eyes, for the tears wcie 


coming now. 

* That’s all rot,’ he said. ‘ There’s fifty good men 
in this camp would marry you to-morrow. 

‘ Bah I I mean real men, not miners. I want to 
be a lady. I don’t want to pull a hand-sled and wear 
moccasins all my life, and raise children for men with 
whiskers. I want to be loved—I want to be loved 1 
I want to marry a gentleman.’ 

‘ Burrell 1 ' said Gale. , , . 

• No ! ' she flared up. ‘ Not him nor anybody in 

particular, but somebody like him, some man wi 

clean finger-nails.' , 

He found nothing humorous OT & ot ^ ue ™ 
measure of a gentleman, for he realized that sll £ V 
strung to a pitch of unreason and unnatural ex 
cient, and that she was in ternble earnest- 

‘ Daughter,' he said, ‘ I'm mighty sorry this know! 
edge has come to you, and I see it's my fault, but 
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things are different now to what they were when I 
met Alluna. It wasn’t the style to marry squaws 
where we came from, and neither of us ever thought 
about it much. We were happy with each other, and 
-we’ve been man and wife to each other just as truly 
as if a priest had mumbled over us.’ 

' But why didn’t you marry her when I came ? 
Surely you must have known what it would mean to 
me. It was bad enough without that.’ 

The old man hesitated. ' I’ll own I was wrong,’ 
he said, finally, staring out into the sunshine with an 
odd expression. ‘ It was thoughtless and wrong 
dead wrong ; but I've loved you better than any 
daughter was ever loved in this wade world, and I’ve 
worked and starved and lioze and saved, and so has 
Alluna, so that you might have something to live on 
^when I'm gone, and be diffeient to us. It won’t be 
long now, I guess. I’ve given you the best schooling 
of any girl on the river, and I d have sent you out to 
a convent in the States, but 1 couldn't let you go so 
far away—God ! 1 loved you too much for that—I 

couldn't do it, girl. I’ve tried, but you’re all I’ve 
got, and I’m a selfish man, I reckon.' 

No, no ! You’re not ’ hi» daughter cried, impul¬ 
sively. * You’re everything that’s good and dear, 
but you ve lived a different life from other men and 
you see things differently. It was mean of me to 
talk as I did.’ She put her arms around his neck and 

* t$ut I’m very unhappy, dad.' 

** '^TWt you aim to tell w-hat started this ? ' he said, 
gently, caressing her with his great, hard hand as 
softly as a mother. But she shook her head, and he 
continued, I 1] take the first boat,down to the Mis¬ 
sion and marry your ma, if you want me 
to. 


That wouldn't do any good,' said she. * We’d 
better leave things as they are.' Then she drew 
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away and smiled at him bravely from the door. 

‘ T'n. a very bad to act this way. S’cuses ? ' 

He nocJded and she went out, but he gazed after 
her for a long minute, then sighed. 

‘ Porr little girl I ' '■* 

Necia was in a restless mood, and, remembering 
that ADuna and the cLJdren had gone berrying on 
the sl< pes behind the Indian village, she turned her 
way th ther. All at once a fear of seeing Meade Bur¬ 
rell came upon her. She wanted to think this out, 

1c find where she stood, before he had word with her. 
She had been led to observe herself from a strange 
anfie, and rr.urt verify her vision, as it were. As 
yet she could not fully understand. W hat if he had 
changed, now that he was alone, and had had time 
U think ? It would kill her if she saw any difference 
ir- him, and she knew she would be able to read it in^ 
bis eyes. 

As she went through the main street of the camp 
she saw Stark occupied near the water-front, where 
he had bought a bai*d»ug lot. He spoke to her as 
she was about to 

‘ Gcocl-morning, Miss Are you rested from your 
trip ? ' 

She answered that she was. and would have con¬ 
tinued on her way. but he stopped her. 

' I don’t want you to think that mining matter was 
my doing.' he said. ‘ I’ve got nothing against you. 
Your old man hasn't wasted any affection on me, 
and I can get along without him, all right, but 1^ 
don't make trouble for girls if I can help it. 

The girl believed that he meant what he said ; his 
words rang true, and he spoke seriously. Moreover, 
Stark was knowr already in the camp as a man who 
did not go out of his way to make friends or to ren er 
an accounting of his deeds, so it was naturalIt a 
when he made her a show of kindness Necia should 
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treat him with less coldness than might have been 
expected. The man had exercised an occult influ¬ 
ence upon her from the time she first saw him at Lee's 
cabin, but it was too vague for definite feeling, and 
^she had been too strongly swayed by Poleon and 
her father in their attitude towards him to be con¬ 
scious of it. Finding him now, however, in a gentle 
humour, she was drawn to him unwittingly, and felt 
an overweening desire to talk with him, even at the 
hazard of offending her own people. The encounter 
fitted in with her rebellious mood, for there were 
things she wished to know, things she must find out 
from some one who knew the world and would not 
be afraid to answer her questions candidly. 

* I'm going to build a big dance-hall and saloon 
here,’ said Stark, showing her the stakes that he had 
driven. ' As soon as the rush to the creek is over 
-»I’ll hire a gang of men to get out a lot of house logs. 
I'll finish it in a week and be open for the stampede.’ 

4 Do you think this will be a big town ? ' she asked. 

‘ Nobody can tell, but I’ll take a chance. If 1 ; 
proves to be a false alarm I’ll move on—I’ve done 
it before.’ 

‘ You've been in a great many camps, I suppose.' 

He said that he had, that for twenty years he had 
been on the frontier, and knew it from West Texas to 
the Circle. 


‘ And are they all alike ? * 

‘ Very much. The land lies different but the 
people are the same.’ 

' I ve never known anything except this.' She 
swept the points of the compass with her arm. * And 
there is so much beyond that I want to know about 
—oh, I feel so ignorant I There is something now 
that perhaps you could tell me, you have travelled 


* Let * s said he . smiling at her seriousness. 
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She hesitated, at a loss for words, finally blurting 
out what was in her mind. 

‘ My father is a squaw-man, Mr. Stark, and I’ve 
been raised to think that such things are customary.' 

' They are, in all new countries/ he assured 
her. 

‘ But how are they regarded when civilization 
comes along ? ' 

‘ Well, they aren’t regarded, as a rule. Squaw- 
men are pretty shiftless, and people don’t pay much 
attention to them. I guess if they weren’t they 
wouldn't be squaw-men.’ 

' My father isn't shiftless,' she challenged, at 
which he remained silent, refusing to go on record. 

‘ Isn’t a half-breed just as good as a white ? ' 

‘ Look here,' said he. * What are you driving 
at ? ' 

4 I’m a “ blood," * she declared, recklessly, 4 and I 
want to know what people think of me. The men 
around here have never made me feel conscious of 
it, but-' 

4 You’re afraid of these new people who are com¬ 
ing, eh ? Well, don't worry about that, Miss. It 
wouldn't make any difference to me or to any of 
your friends whether you were red, white, black, or 

yellow.' 

‘ But it would make a difference with some peo¬ 
ple ? ' insisted the girl. 

‘Oh, I reckon it would with Eastern people. 
They look at things kind of funny, but we re not in 

the East.' , 

« That's what I wanted to know. Nice peop<e 

back there wouldn’t tolerate a girl like me for a 
moment, would they ? They wouldn t consider me 
good enough to associate with them ? 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘ I guess you d have a 
hard time breaking in among the 44 bon-tonners. 
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But what’s the use of thinking about it ? This is 
your country and these are your people.’ 

A morbid desire was upon her to track down this 
intangible racial distinction, but she saw Runnion. 
Shorn she could not bear, coming towards them, so 
thanked Stark hurriedly and went on her way. 

‘ Been making friends with that squaw, eh ? ' re¬ 
marked Runnion, casually. 

‘ Yes,’ replied Stark. ‘ She’s a nice little girl, and 
I like her. I told her I didn't have any part in that 
miners’ meeting affair.' 

‘ Huh ! What’s the matter with you ? It was 
till your doing.' 

‘ I know it was, but I didn’t aim it at her. I warn¬ 
ed that ground next to Lee’s, and I wanted to throw 
a jolt into Old Man Gale. I couldn't let the girl 
stand in my way ; but now that it’s over, I’m willing 
to be friends with her.’ 


‘ Me, too,’ said Runnion, looking after Necia as 
her figure diminished up the street. * By Heaven I 
She’s as graceful as a fawn ; she's white, too. No¬ 
body would ever know she was a breed.’ 

She s a good girl,’ said Stark, musingly, in a 
gentle tone that Runnion had never heard before. 

Getting kind of mushy, ain’t you ? I thought you 

had passed that stage, old man.' 

No, I don't hke her in that wav.' 

Yell, I do, and I'm dead sore on that soldier.’ 
bhe s not your kind,’ said Stark. ‘ A bad man 
can t hold a good woman ; he can win one easy 
enough but he can’t keep her. I know 1 ’ 

Nobody but a fool would want to keep one,’ Run- 
-- re Pbed' ‘ specially a squaw.’ 

-he’s just woke up to the fact that she is a 
squaw and isn t as good as white. She’s worried.’ 

thr 1 U y ^ U a h . U e ei 6 ht to five that Burrell has 
thrown her down/ chuckled Runnion. 
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‘ l never thought of that. You may be right/ 

' If it’s true I'll shuffle up a hand for that soldier.' 

‘ If I were you I wouldn’t deal it to him,’ said the 
gambler, dryly. ‘ He may not cut to your break.' 

Meanwhile, Necia had passed on out of the to^g) 
and through the Indian village at the mouth of t he 
creek, until high up on the slopes she saw Ailuna and 
the little ones. She climbed up to them, and seated 
herself where she could look far out over the west¬ 
ward valley, with the great stream flowing half a 
mile beneath her. She stayed there all the morning, 
and although the day was bright and the bushes 
bending with their burden of blue, she picked no 
berries, but fought resolutely through a dozen vary¬ 
ing moods that mirrored themselves in her delicate 
face. It was her first soul struggle, but in time the 
buoyancy of youth and the almighty optimism ot 
early love prevailed ; she comforted herself with 
fond illusion that this man was different from afl 
others, that his regard was equal to her own, and 
that his love would rise above such accidental things 
as blood or breed or birth. And so she was in a 
happier frame of mind when the little company made 

their descent at mid-day. , , 

As they approached the town they heard the 

familiar c^ of 4 Steam-bo-o-o-at.' and by the time 
they had reached home the little camp was noisy with 
the plaint of wolf-dogs. There were few men to join 
in the welcome to-day. every able-bodied inhabitant 
having disappeared into the bills, but the animals 
cLe trooping lazily to the bank, and sat down 
their haunches watching the approachmg steamer, 
in their soft eyes the sadness of a canine race 
slaves. Behind them limped a sick man or t . 
a soldier from the barracks, and in the rear a 

who had drifted in the week be ore w 

It was a pitiful review that lined up to greet the tide 
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of tenderfeet crowding towards their El Dorado, :nd 
unusual also, for as yet the sight of new faces was 
strange in the North. 

1 The deserted aspect of the town puzzled the cap¬ 
tain of the steamer, and upon landing he made his 
waj/ at once to John Gale’s store, where he learned 
from the trader of the strike and of the stampede 
that had resulted. Before the recital was finished 
a man approached and spoke excitedly. 

‘ Captain, my ticket reads to Dawson, but I'm 
getting ofl here. Won’t you have my outfit put 
ashore ? ' He was followed by a group of fellow- 
passengers who made a similar request. 

‘ This place is good enough for me,' one of them 
said. 

‘ too,’ another volunteered. ‘ This strike is 
Sew, and we’ve hit her just in time.' 

Outside, a dozen men had crowded * No Creek ' Lee 

against the waD of the store and were clamouring to 

hear about his find. Before the tardy ones had 

cleared the gang-plank the news had flashed from 

shore to ship, and a swarm came up the bank and 

into the post, firing questions and answers at each 

other eagerly, elbowing and fighting for a place 

within ear-shot of the trader or the ragged man 
outside. 0 


The frenzy of a gold stampede is like the rush from 
a burning building, and equally easy to arouse. No 
^statement is too wild to lack believers, no rumour too 
exaggerated to find takers. Within an hour the crew 

mercL 5t H anler W f l bUSy unloadin g countless tons of 

dlSe . an , d baegage bllled to Dawson, and 

there t0 sh ° W thelr S ""T whiteness here and 

there. As a man saw his outfit appear he would 

Ftseir T? “■ 1 bundle at a ti™ and pile it by 

self, which resulted in endless disputes and much 
confusion ; but a spirit of youth and expectancy 
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permeated all and prevented more than angry words. 
Every hour the heaps of baggage grew larger and the 
tents more numerous. 

Stark wasted no time. With money in his hands 
he secured a dozen men who were walling to work for 
hire, fc^ there are always those who prefer the surety 
of ten coined dollars to f he hope of a hundred. He 
sw'ooped down with these helpers on his pile of 
merchandise that had lain beneath tarpaulins on the 
river-bank since the day he and Runnion landed, and 
by mid-afternoon a great tent had been stretched 
over a framework of peeled poles built on the lot where 
he and Necia had stood earlier in the day. Before 
dark his saloon was running. To be sure, there was » 
no floor, and his polished fixtures looked strangely 
new and incongruous, but the tov/n at large had 
assumed a similar air of incompleteness and crud^/ 
immaturity, and little wonder, for it had grown 
threefold in half a day. Stark swiftly unpacked Ins 
gambling implements, keen to scent every advan¬ 
tage, and out of the handful of pale-faced jackals 
who follow at the heels of a healthy herd, he hired 
men to run them and to deal. By night Flambeau 
was a mining-camp. 

Late in the evening the boat swung out into the 
river, and disclosed a strange scene of transformation 
to the puzzled captain of a few hours ago. The river- 
bank was lined with canvas shelters, illumined dully 
by the tent-lights within till they looked like a nest 
of glowworms in deep grass. A long, hoarse blast oi^ 
good wishes rose from the steamer, then she sighed 
fc(T way around the point above bearing forth the 
menage that a new camp had been born. 



CHAPTER X 


MEAD3 BURRELL FINDS A PATH IN THK MOONLIGHT 


N O CREEK ‘ LEE had come into his own at 
last, and was a hero, for the story of his long 
ill-luck was common gossip now, and men praised 
him for his courage. He had never been praised foi 
anything before and was uncertain just how to take 
it. 


' Say, are these people kiddin’ me ? * he inquired, 
confidentially, of Poleon. 

* W’y ? W at you mean ? * 

' Well, there’s a feller makin’ a speech abcut me 
down by the landing.’ 

‘ W’at he say ? ’ 

It ain't nothin' to fight over. He says I’m 
another Dan 1 Boom, leadin’ the march of empire 
westward.’ 


Dat's nice, for sure.’ 

’ Certainly sounds good, but is it on the level ? ' 
‘ Wal, 1 guess so,’ admitted Poleon. 

The prospector swelled w'ith indignation. 4 Then 
* n ^ell didn’t you fellers tell me long ago ? ' 
The scanty ounce or two of gold from his claim lav 
m the scales at the post, where every new-comer 
might examine it, and, realizing that he was a never- 
ending source of information, they fawned on him for 
his tips, bribing him with newspapers, worth a dollar 
each, or with cigars, which he wrapped up carefully 
and placed in his mackinaw till every pocket of the 
rusty garment bulged so that he could nor Mt without 
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losing them. They dwelt upon his lightest word, and 
stood him up beside the bar where they filled him 
with proofs of friendliness until he shed tears from 
his one good eye. 

He had formed a habit of parsimony bom of his 
years of poverty, and was so widely known as a tight 
man by the hundreds who had lent to him that his 
creditors never at any time hoped for a reckoning. 
And he never offered one ; on the contrary, he had 
invariably flown into a rage when dunned, and exhib¬ 
ited such resentment as to discourage the practice. 
Now, however, the surly humour of the man began to 
mellow, and in gradual stages he unloosened, the pro¬ 
cess being attended by a disproportionate growth of 
the trader’s cash receipts. Cautiously, at first he let 
out his wit, which was logy from long disuse and as 
heavy on its feet as the Jumping Frog of Calaveras, 
but when they laughed at its laboured eaps and 
sallies his confidence grew. With the regularity of a 
clock he planted cigars and ordered a little more 
hard stuff,’ while his roving eye rejoiced m'acluy- 
mose profusion, its over-burden losing itself in the 
tangle of h.s careless beard. By and bye he wan¬ 
dered through the town, trailed by a troop of tender 
feet till the women marked him. whereupon he fied 
back to the post and hugged the bar for he wa 
bashful man When Stark’s new place opened it 
offered hTm another retreat of which he availed 
himself for some time. But Jate m 1 t e evem 

—a - 

xr,? sjt js 4 i- *■- 

manded, sharply, of Poleon. 

‘ Dere she is.’ said the Frenchman. 

• I’m damned if it is. You moved it since I w 

here.' 
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‘ I’ll have 'im put back,’ laughed the other. 

' Say I It’s a grand thing to be rich, ain't it P B 
' I don’ know, I ain’ never try it.’ 

* Well, it is ; and now that I’ve arrived, I’m goin’ 
to change my ways complete. No more extrava¬ 
gance in mine—I'll never lend another cent.’ 

W at s dat ? ’ ejaculated Doret, in amazement. 

* No more hard-luck stories and “ hurry-ups ” for 
mine. I'm the stony-hearted jailer, I am, from now, 
henceforth, world 'thout end, amen ! No busted 
miners need apply. I’ve been a good thing, but 
to-night I turn on the time-lock.’ 

‘ Ba gosh ! You’re fonny feller,’ laughed Poleon, 
who had lent the one-eyed man much money in the 
past and, like others, regarded him not merely as a 
bad risk but as a total loss. ‘ Mebbe you t’ink you’ve 
been a apen’t'rif’ all dese year.’ 

I ve certainly blowed a lot of money on my 
friends Lee acknowledged. ‘ and they’re welcome to 
what they’ve got so far. but I’m goin’ to chop all 
them prodigal habits and put on the tin vest. I’ll 
run the solderin’-iron up my seams so they can’t 
get to me without a can-opener. I’m air-tight for 
life, I am. He fumbled in his pockets and un¬ 
wrapped a gift cigar, then felt for a match. Poleon 

Sg° it e e°a n ch h Bm a e r ’ ^ ^ 

full 1 S'TinV “- n ' °' yOUrS 15 mak ' w 

digestion*" 1 ' °‘ ^ ^ lve * ot a bad d <- to- 

-Hr 5 eieas* 

--fir 
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making for the light like a ship tacking towards a 

beacon. 

‘ What kind of flour is that ? ’ he spluttered. 

‘ Dat's just plain w’eat flour.' 

‘ Not on your life,' said the miner, with the firm¬ 
ness of a great conviction. * It’s full of yeast pow¬ 
ders. Why, it’s r’arin' and risin' like a buckin' hoss. 
I’m plumb sea-sick.' He laid a zigzag course for the 
door. 

‘ Were you goin’ ? ' asked Poleon. 

‘ I'm goin’ to get somethin' for this stomach trou¬ 
ble. It's fierce.' He descended into the darkness 
boldly, and stepped off with confidence—this time 
too soon. Poleon heard him floundering about, his 
indignant voice raised irascibly, albeit with a note of 


triumph. . , _ 

‘ Wha'd I tell you ? You put it back while I was 

ashleep.' Then whistling blithely, if somewhat out 
of tune, he steered for the new saloon to get some¬ 
thing for his ‘ stomach trouble.* 

At Stark's he found a large crowd of the new men, 
who welcomed him heartily, plying him with count¬ 
less questions, and harking to his maudlin tales of 
this new country which to him was old. He ha 
followed the muddy river from Crater Lake to th 
Delta, searching the bars and creek-beds m a tireless 
nuest till he knew each stream and tributary for 
geTad been one of the hardy band that used to 
venture forth from Juneau on the spring snows, 
disappearing into the uncharted valley of the Yukon, 
to return when the river clopped and grew sluggish 
and like Gale he had lived these many years ahead 
" the iaw where each man was his own court of 
appeals and where crime was unknown. He had 
helped to build camps like Forty Mile and C ' rc >’ * 
knew by heart the bye-laws and rules that g 
every town and mining district in the country, 




A PATH IN THE MOONLIGHT 143 


knew every man and child by name, but, while 
many of his friends had prospered, unceasing ill- 
luck had dogged him. Yet he had held to honesty 
and hard work, measuring a man by his ability to 
swing an axe or a shovel, and, despite his impecuni- 
%sity, regarding theft as the one crime deserving 
capital punishment. 

‘ Oh, there’s lots of countries worse’n this,' he d - 
dared. ‘ We may not be very han'some to the 
naked eye, and we may not wear our handk'chiefs in 
our shirt cuffs, but there ain’t no widders and orphans 
doin’ ^ur washin,’ and a man can walk away from his 
house, stay a month, and find it there when he comes 
back.’ 


* Those days are past,’ said Stark, who had joined 
in the discussion. * There’s too many new people 
coming in for all of them to be honest.’ 

. They d better be,’ said Lee, aggressively. * We 
ain’t got no room for stealers. Why. I had a hand in 
makin' the bye-laws of this camp myself.'long with 
John Gale, and they stip’lates that any person caught 
robbin’ a cache is to be publicly whipped m front of 
the tradin -post, then, if it’s winter time, he’s to be 
turned loose on the ice barefooted, or. if it’s summer, 
he s to be set adrift on a log with his shirt off.’ 

'Either one would mean certain death.’said a 
8 tr , a i!^ r -, Erost in winter, mosquitoes in summer ! * 
I hat s all right,’ another bystander declared. 

A man s life depends on his grub up here, and I’d 
be in favour of enforcing that punishment to the 
♦letter if we caught any one thieving.' 

■ti * thC Same ‘ 1 Uke no chance s.’ said Stark. 

’a 0 ^ any stran 8 ers here. Just to show you 
how 1 stand I ve put Runmon on guard over my pile 

of stuff, and I U be glad when it’s under cover. It 
isn t the seventy of punishment that keeps a man 
from going wrong, it’s the certainty of it * 
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* Well, he’d sure get it, and get it proper in this 
camp,’ declared Lee ; and at that moment, as if his 
words had been a challenge, the flaps of the great 
tent were thrust aside, and Runnion half led, half 
threw a man into the open space before the bar. 

' Let’s have a look at you,' he panted. ‘ Well, i1* 
it ain’t a nigger ! ' 

' What's up ? ’ cried the men, crowding about the 
prisoner, who crouched, terror-stricken, in the tram¬ 
pled mud and moss, while those playing roulette and 
* bank ’ left the tables, followed by the dealers. 

‘ He's a thief,' said Runnion, mopping the sweat 
from his brow. * I caught him after your grub pile, 
Stark.’ 

‘ In my cache ? * 

‘ Yes. He dropped a crate of hams when I came 
up on him, and tried to run, but I dropped hint. 
He held his Colt in his right hand, and a trickle ot^ 
blood from the negro’s head showed how he had been/ 


felled. 

‘ Why didn't you shoot ? ' growled Stark, angnly, 
at which the negro half arose and broke into excited 
denials of his guilt. Runnion kicked him savagely, 
and cursed him, while the crowd murmured ap¬ 


proval. . , . 

4 Le' me see him,' said Lee. elbowing his way 

through the others. Fixing his one eye upon the 

wretch, he spoke impressively. 

4 You’re the first downright thief I ever seen. Was 

y °‘ U No!to?s pot plenty,' answered one of the tenders 
feet who had evidently arrived on the boat with the 
darky. ‘ He's got a bigger outfit than I have. 

The prisoner drew himself up against the bar, 

facing his enemies sullenly. , -j 

4 Then I reckon it’s a divine manifestation, sal 

‘ No Creek ' Lee, tearfully. ‘ This black part) 
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goin' to furnish an example as will elevate the moral 
tone of our community for a year.’ 

4 Let me take him outside,' cried Stark, reaching 
under the bar for a weapon. His eyes were cruel, 
and he had the angry pallor of a dangerous man. 

‘ I’ll save you a lot of trouble.' 

4 Why not do it legal ? ' expostulated Lee. * It’s 
just as certain.’ 

4 Yes ! Lee is right,' echoed the crowd, bent on ?■, 
Roman holiday. 

4 What y'all aim to do ? ' whined the thief. 

‘ We’re goin' to try you,' announced the one-eyed' 
miner, 4 and if you’re found guilty, as you certainly 
are goin’ to be, you'll be flogged. After which pre¬ 
dicament you’ll have a nice ride down-stream on a 
saw-log without your laundry.' 

4 But the mosquitoes-' 

4 Too bad you didn't think of them before. Let’s 
get at this, boys, and have it over with.’ 

In far countries, where men’s lives depend upon 
the safety of their food supply, a side of bacon may 
mean more than a bag of gold ; therefore, protection 
is a strenuous necessity. And though any one of 
those present would have gladly fed the negro had he 
been needy, each of them likewise knew that unless 
an example were made of him no tent or cabin would 
be safe. The North being a gameless, forbidding 
country, has ever been cruel to thieves, and now it 
was heedless of the black man's growing terror as it 
set about to try him. A miners' meeting was called 
on the spot and a messenger sent hurrying to the 
post for the book in which was recorded the laws of 
the men who had made the camp. The crowd was 
determined that this should be done legally and as 
prescribed by ancient custom up and down the river. 
So, to make itself doubly sure, it gave Runnion's 
evidence a hearing; then, taking lanterns, went 
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down to th «2 big tarpaulin-covered pile beside the 
over vi ere it found the crate of hams and the 
'vacko. There was no defence for the culprit 
an5 !#■*« jftere'l none, being too scared by now to 
do mot. tjan plead. The proceedings were simple 
and quiet and gnm, and were well-nigh over when 
Lieuttiur.t Burrell walked into the tent saloon. He 
had been in his quarters all day, fighting a fight with 
himself, and in the late evening, rebelling against his 
cramped conditions and the war with his conscience, 
he had sallied out, and, drawn by the crowd in Stark's 
place, had entered. 

A man replied to his whispered question, giving 
him the story, for the meeting was under Lee'9 
domination, and the miners maintained an orderly 
and business-hke procedure. The chairman's in¬ 
digestion had vanished with his sudden assumption 
of responsibility, and he showed no trace of 
drink in his bearing. Beneath a lamp one was 
binding four-foot lengths of cotton tent-rope to a 
broomstick for a knout, while others, whom Lee had 
appointed, were drawing lots to see upon whom 
would devolve the unpleasant duty of flogging the 
captive. The matter-of-fact, relentless expedition 
of the affair shocked Burrell inexpressibly, and seeing 
Poleon and Gale near by, he edged towards them, 
thinking that they surely could not be in sympathy 
with this barbarous procedure. 

‘ You don’t understand, Lieutenant,' said Gale, 
in a low voice. ‘ This nigger is a thief / ' 

4 You can't kill a man for stealing a few ham'.' 

4 It ain't so much what he stole ; it’s the idea ; and 
it’s the custom of the country.' 

4 Whipping is enough, without the other.’ 

4 Dis stealin’ she's bad biznesse,' declared Poleon. 

4 Mebbe dose ham is save some poor feller's 
life.’ 
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* It’s mob law/ said the Lieutenant, indignantly. 
1 and I won’t stand for it/ 

Gale turned a look of curiosity upon the officer. 

* How are you going to help yourself ? ’ said he ; 
but the young man did not wait to reply. Quickly 
lie elbowed his way towards the centre of the scene 
with that air of authority and determination before 
which a crowd melts and men stand aside. Gale 
whispered to his companion : 

* Keep your eye open, lad. There's going to be 
trouble.' They stood on tiptoe, and watched eagerly. 

* Gentlemen,’ announced Burrell, standing near the 
ashen-grey wretch, and facing the tentful of men, 

* this man is a thief, but you can’t kill him ! ' 

Stark leaned across the bar, his eyes blazing, and 
touched the Lieutenant on the shoulder. 

Do you mean to take a hand in all of my affairs ? ’ 
^ ‘ This isn't your affair ; it’s mine,' said the officer. 

This is what I was sent here for, and it's my particu¬ 
lar business. You seem to have overlooked that 
important fact.’ 

‘ He stole my stuff, and he'll take his medicine.’ 

* I say he won’t 1' 

For the second time in their brief acquaintance 
these two men looked fair into each other's eyes. 
Few men had dared to look at Stark thus and live ; 
for when a man has once shed the blood of his fellow, 
a mania obsesses him, a disease obtains that is incur¬ 
able. There is an excitation of every sense when a 
hunter stands up before big game; it causes a thrill 
•♦and flutter of undiscovered nerves, which nothing 
else can conjure up, and which once lived leaves an 
incessant hunger. But the biggest game of all is 
man, and the fiercest sensation is hate. Stark had 
been a killer, and his brain had been seared with the 
flame till the scar was ineradicable. He had lived 
those lund seconds when a man gambles his life 
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against his enemy's, and, having felt the great 
sensation, it could never die ; yet with it all he was 
a cautious man, given more to brooding on his 
injuries and building up a quarrel than to reckless 
paroxysms of passion, and experience had taught 
him the value of a well-handled temper as well 
the wisdom of knowing when to use it and put it 
in action. He knew intuitively that his hour with 
Burrell had not yet come. 

The two men battled with their eyes for an open¬ 
ing. Lee and the others mastered their surprise 
at"the interruption, and then began to babble until 
Burrell turned from the gambler and threw up his 


arm for silence. 

‘ There’s no use arguing,' he told the mob. ‘ You 
can’t do it. I’ll hold him till the next boat comes, 
then I’ll send him down-river to St. Michael’s.' 

He laid his hand upon the negro and made for the 
door, with face set and eyes watchful and alerts 
knowing that a hair's weight might shift the balance 
and cause these men to rive him like wolves. 

Lee’s indignation at this miscarriage of justice 
had him so by the throat as to strangle expostulation 
for a moment, till he saw the soldier actually bearing 
off his quarry. Then he broke into a flood of invec- 


■ Stop that I ’ he bellowed. ‘ To hell with vo«r 
la W —we’re goin’ accordin' to our own.' An ominous 
echo arose, and in the midst of it the miner in h.s 
blind fury forgetting his exalted position, took a step 
too near the edge of the bar, and fell off into the body 
of the meeting With him fell the dignity of the 
assemblage. Some one laughed ; another took it 
up ■ the ^nervous tension broke, and a man cried. 

•The soldier is right. You cant blame a ding 
lor stealing,* and another^ * Sure 1 Hogs ana 
chickens are legitimate prey. 
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Lee was helped back to his stand, and called f *r 
order ; but the crowd poked fun at him, and beg m 
moving about restlessly till some one shouted a 
^motion to adjourn, and there arose a chorus of 
seconders. A few dissenting voices opposed them, 
but in the meantime Burrell was gone, and with him 
the cause of the tumult ; so the meeting broke up 
of its own weight a moment later. 

As Poleon and Gale walked home, the Frenchman 
euid, ‘ Dat was nervy t'ing to do.' 

The trader made no answer, and the other con¬ 
tinued, ‘ Stark is goin' for kill 'im, sure.’ 

It s a cinch,' agreed Gale,' unless somebody gets 
Stark first.’ 

When they were come to his door the trader paused, 
and, looking back over the glowing tents and up at 
4he star-sprinkled heavens, remarked, as if conclud¬ 
ing some train of thought, ‘ If that boy has got the 
nerve to take a nigger thief out of a miners' meeting 
and hold him against this whole town, he wouldn't 
hesitate much at taking a white man, would he ? ' 

Wal,' hesitated the other, * mebbe dat would 
depen' on de crime.’ 

t Suppose it was—murder ? ' 

‘Ha I We ain’ got no men lak* dat in Flambeau.’ 
they said good-night, and the old man entered his 
house to find Alluna waiting for him, a look of worry 
on her stolid face. 

* ] What’s wrong ? ' he inquired. 

t night Necia has been weeping.' 

WAii lle Skk ? He started for the girl’s door, 
but Alluna stopped him. 

from f°hl h U n °r tha ‘ kmd o£ wee P in g : this comes 
from the heart. It is there she is sick. I went to her 

bu she grew angry, and said I had a black skin and 

has not° retujned/ n<11 ^ and 
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Gale sat down dejectedly. * Yes, she's sick in her 
heart, all right, and so am I, Alluna. When did she 
go out ? 

* An hour ago.’ 49 

* Where is she ? 

* Out by the river-bank—I followed her in the 
shadows. It is best for her to slay there till she is 
calm. 

‘ I know what ails her,’ said the father. ‘ She's 
found that she's not like other girls. She’s found 
that a white soul doesn't count with white people ; 
they never go below the skin. Then he told her 
of the scene that morning in the store, adding that ho 
believed she loved Lieutenant Burrell. 


‘ Did she say so ? ' 

4 No, she denied it, now that she knows she hasn t 

got his kind of blood in her.’ ^ 

• Blood makes no difference,' said the woman, stub¬ 
bornly. ‘ If he loves her, he will take her ; if he 
does not—that is all. ’ 

Gale looked up at her, and was about to explain, 
when the utter impossibility of her comprehending 
him made him desist, and he fell moody again. At 
last he said, ' I’ve got to tell her, Alluna. 

‘No no I’ cried the woman, aghast. Don t tel! 

her the truth I Nothing could be worse than that I 

But he continued, deliberately : Love is the 

biggest thing in the world ; it’s the only thing worth 
wluie, and she has got to have a fair show at it Thi _ 
has been on my mind for weeks, and 1 ve put it away, 
hoping I wouldn’t have to do it; but to-day I came 
face to face with it again, and It s up to me She U 
have to know some time, so the sooner the better 

• She would not believe you, said the woman, at 


which he started. 

I never thought of that. I 
daunt 1 I couldn't stand that. 


wonder if she would 
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4 There is no proof, and it would mean your lif ’ 
A good man’s life is a great price to pay for rdw 
happiness of one girl-' 

’ I gave it once before,’ said GpJe,». trifle bitterly. 
* and now that the game is started I’ve got to play 

the string out; but—I wonder if she would doubt- 

He paused for a long moment. ‘ Web, i’ll have to 
risk it. However, I’ve got a lot of things to do 'hist 
—you and the youngsters must be tak±n care 'f ’ 

' And Stark ? ' said MJuna. 

‘ Yes, and Stark.’ 

Burrell took his prisoner to :Iie barracks, where he 
placed him under guard, giving instructions *o hold 
him at any cost, not knowing what wild and re- kless 
humour the new citizens of Flambeau migM develop 
during the night, for it is men who have ah' ay. ived 
with the halter of the law tight upon their n* ck-. vbo 
run wildest when it is removed. Men gr.wn i Id 
the frontier adhere more closely to a rigid -.hJj ban 
do tenderfeet who feel for the first time the hScr .7 «nd 
licence of utter unrestraint, and it was h *.se 1. an¬ 
gers whom the soldier feared rather than T'en like 
Gale and ‘ No Creek’ Lee, who would recogn ze the 
mercy of his intervention and let the matter drop. 

After he had taken every precaution he went out 
into the night again,and fought with himself a* he had 
fought all that day and all the night before ; in fact, 
ever since old Thomas had come to him after leaving 
Necia, and had so cunningly shaped his talk that Bur¬ 
rell never suspected his object until he perceived his 
position m such a clear light that the young man 
looked back upon his work with startled eyes. The 
Corporal had spoken garrulously of his officer’s 
family ; of their pnde. and of their love for his pro- 
-ession had dwelt enthusiastically upon the Lieuten¬ 
ant s future and the length he was sure to go and 
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finally drifted into the same story he had told Necia. 
Bu.ici) at last sensed the meaning of the crafty 
old soldier's strategy and dismissed him, but not 
before his work had been accomplished. If a coarse- 
fibred, calloused old campaigner like Corporal 
Thomas could recognize the impossibility of a union 
between Necia and himself, then the young man must 
have been blind indeed not to have seen it for himself. 
The Kentuckian was a man of strong and virile 
passions, but he was also well balanced, and had 
ever followed his head rather than his heart, holding, 
as he did, a deep-seated contempt for weak men who 
laid their courses otherwise. The generations of 
discipline back of him spoke to his conscience. He 
had allowed himself to become attached to this girl 
until—yes, he knew now he loved her. If only he had 
not awakened her and himself with that first hot 
kiss ' if only— But there was no going back now, 
no use for regrets, only the greater necessity of 
mapping out a course that would cause her least 
unhappiness. If he could have run away he would 
have done so gladly but he was bound here to this 
camp, with no possibility of avoiding her. 

When he drove his reason with firm hands he saw 

but one course to 

slack for a moment, the old desire to have her re¬ 
turned more strongly than ever, and he heard voice- 
arguing, pleading, persuading—she was the equal 
of g any 8 woman in the world, they said, in mind, m 
purity, and in innocence. He hated himself for 
hesitating ; he railed at his own indecision , and 
“when he had justified his love and persuaded 
himself that he was right m seeking this umon. there 

would rise again the picture of his 
chagrin, and what would result from such a marriage. 
He knew how they would take it ; he knew w 1 
friends would say. and how he would be treated a 
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the husband of a half-breed Indian ; for in his coun¬ 
try one drop of coloured blood made a negro, and his 
people saw but little difference between the red arid 
the black. It would mean his social ostracism ; he 
would be shunned by his brother officers, and his 
career would be at an end. He swore aloud in the 
darkness that this was too great a price to pay for 
love, that he owed it to himself and to his dear ones 
at home to give up this dark-eyed maid who had 
bewitched him. 

He had wandered far during this debate, clear past 
the town, and out through the Indian village ; but 
now that he believed he had come to an understand¬ 
ing with himself, he turned back towards his quarters. 
He knew it would be hard to give her up ; but he had 
irrevocably decided, and his path began to unfold it¬ 
self so clear and straight that he marvelled how he 
could have failed to see it. He was glad he had con¬ 
quered, although the pain was still sharp. He felt a 
better man for it, and. wrapped in this complacent 
optimism, he passed close by the front of the trader's 
store, where Necia had crept to be alone with her 
misery. 

The high moon cast a deep, wide shadow upon the 
store steps where the girl sat huddled, staring out into 
the unreal world, waiting for the night wind to blow 
away the fears and forebodings that would not let 
her sleep. It was late, and the hush of a summer 
midnight lay upon the distant hills. Burrell had 
almost passed her when he was startled by the sound 
of his name breathed softly ; then, to his amazement, 
he saw her come forth like a spirit into the silver sheen’ 
Necia 1 ’ he cried, 4 what are you doing here at 
this hour ? ’ She looked up at him sadly ; he saw 
that her cheeks were wet, and something inside him 
snapped and broke. Without a word he took her in 
his arms, meeting her lips m a long kiss, while she, 
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trembling with the joy of his strong embrace, drew 
closer and closer and rested her body wearily against 

bis. 

‘ Little girl ! little girl ! ' he whispered, over and 
over, his tone conveying every shade of sympathy, 
love, and understanding she had craved. He knew 
what had made her sad, and she knew that he knew. 
There was no need for words ; the anguish of this 
long day had whetted the edge of their desire, and 
they were too deeply, too utterly lost in the ecstasy 
of meeting to care for speech. 

As she lav cradled in his arms, which alternately 
held her with the soft tenderness of a mother and 
crushed her with the fierce ardour of a lover, she lost 
herself in the bliss of a woman's surrender, and forgot 
all her terrifying doubts and fears. W hat were ques¬ 
tions of breed or birth or colour now, when she knew 
he loved her ? Mere vapours that vanished with the 


firs* flutter of warm wings. 

Nor did Meade Burrell recall his recent seif- 
conquest or pause to reason why he should not love 
this little wisp of the wilderness. The barriers he had 
built went down in the sight and touch of his love 
and disappeared ; his hesitation and infirmity seemed 
childish now—-yes, more than that, cowardly. He 
realized all in a moment that he had been supremely 
Belfish, that his love was a covenant, a compact, 
which he had entered into with her and had no right 
to dissolve without her consent, and, strangely 
enough, now that he acknowledged the bond to 
himself, it became very sweet and satining. 

• Your bps cling so that I can t get free, sighed the 


‘ You never shall,' he whispered. But when she 
smiled up at him piteously, her eyes swimming, an 
said, * I must,' he wrenched himself away and let her 
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As be went lightly towards the barracks through 
the far-stretching shadows, tor the moon was yelluw 
now, Meade Burrell sighed gladly to himself. Again 
his course ran clear and straight before him though 
^wholly at variance with the one he had decided upon 
so recently. But he knew not that his vision was 
obscured and that the moon-madness was upon him. 


* 


CHAPTER XI 


WHERE THE PATH LED 

B Y daylight next morning every man and most of 
the women among the new arrivals had dis¬ 
appeared into the hills—the women in spite of the 
by-laws of Lee's Creek, which discriminated against 
their sex. When a stampede starts it does not end 
with the location of one stream-bed, nor of two ; 
every foot of valley ground for miles on every hand is 
pre-empted, in the hope that more gold will be found ^ 
each creek forms a new district, and its discoverers 
adopt laws to suit their whims. The women, there¬ 
fore, hastened to participate in the discovery of new 
territory and in the shaping of its goverment, leaving 
but few of either sex to guard the tents and piles of 
provisions standing by the river-bank. In two days 
they began to return, and straggled in at intervals for 
a week thereafter, for many had gone far. 

And now began a new era for Flambeau—an era 
of industry such as the frontier town had never 
known. The woods behind rang with the resounding 
discords of axes and saws and crashing timber, and 
new cabins appeared on every hand, rising in a day. 
The slueeish air was noisy with voices, and the edge 
of the forest receded gradually before the busy 
pioneers, replacing the tall timbers with little high- 
banked homes of spruce and white-papered hire . 
From dawn till dark arose the rhythmic rasp ol 

men whip-sawing floor lumber to the tune o 

16 * 
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hundred dollars per thousand ; and with the second 
steamer came a little steam saw-mill, which raised its 
shrill complaint within a week, punctuating tho 
^busy day with its piping whistle. 

The trail along the Flambeau was dotted continu¬ 
ously with toiling human beasts of burden, that floun¬ 
dered laboriously beneath great packs of provisions 
and tools and other baggage, winding like an endless 
stream of ants through the hills to ‘ No Creek ’ Lee 
Cree*, where they re-enacted the scenes that were oc¬ 
curring in the town. Tents and cabins were scattered 

^, r U, , the ! ength ° f the valle y’ l“n.bcr was 
fo . r ^Juice-boxes, and the virginal breezes that 

sinrp S H Cked thr ° U ? h thls seam in the mountains 
ance days pnmeval came to smell of spruce fires and 

echo with the sounds of life. 

tGntS wei ? P ,tched on Lee's discovery 
claim, for the owner had been besieged by men who 

1° i CaS , e a Part 0f his ground, and yielding 

"eef y Vo e r thlh alJO H ted t0 CaCh ° f them a luindred 
leet. forthwith they set about opening their 

portions, for the ground was shallow, and the gold 

ear the surface that winter would interfere with 
its extraction ; wherefore, they made hast, V 

of'a steafT" 5 ^ ‘I’ 6 '" Com P la “"' the certainly 
allotments! ^ V aCCrUmg kom the of his 

repmT o d f ay new er s e tnte i £ t °* ambeau ^-ated 

vindications and of rich nmr» ler s P ots > °* strong 

grew out of nothing untifth^ S e sewhere - Stones 
pleasure in exciting itself t0 ° k ^ hyStencaJ 

ger who came from north every stran- 

discovery was in them all !° T ^ wine of 

distort and enlarge uoon 1 d ** p eased them to 
their way. ca me 

They knew they wert 
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were lying also, and yet they hearkened to each tale 
ajid almost deceived themselves. 


Burrell sought Necia at an early day and, in pres¬ 
ence of her father, told her that he had been ap¬ 
proached by men who wished to lease the claims 
held for her. It would prove an inexpensive way to 


develop her holdings, he said, and she would run no 
risk ; moreover, it would be rapid, and insure a quick 


return, for a lease so near to proven territory was in 


great demand. After some discussion this was ar¬ 
ranged, and Meade, as trustee, allotted her ground in 
tracts, as Lee had done. Poleon followed suit ; 
but the trader chose to prospect his own claims, 
and to that end called in a train of stiff-backed 


Indian packers, moved a substantial outfit to the 
creek, and thereafter spent much of his time in the 
hills, leaving the store to Doret. He seemed anxiou^ 
to get away from the camp and hide himself in the 
woods. Stark was almost constantly occupied at 
his saloon, for it was a mint, and ran day and night. 
Runnion was busy with the erection of a substantial 
structure of squared logs, larger than the trading- 

post, destined as a dance-hall, theatre, and gambling- 

house. Flambeau, the slumbrous, had indeed 
aroused itself, stretched its limbs, and sprung into 
vigorous, virile, feverish being, and the wise propuets 
were predicting another Dawson for it, notwithstand¬ 
ing that many blank spots had been found asthecrec* 
of' Lee’s finding bared its bedrock to the miners. 
These but enhanced the value of the rich finds,* 
however, for a single stroke of good-fortune will more 
than offset a dozen disappointments The truth 
is, the stream was very spotted, and Lee had y 
chance hit upon one of the bars where the menu 
had lodged, while others above and below uncover 
a bed-rock as barren as a clean-swept floor, i 
places thev cross-cut Irorn run to run, drov^ tunn 
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and drains and drifts, sunk shafts and opened trenches 
without finding a colour that would ring when dropped 
in the pan ; but that was an old, old story, and they 
were used to it. 


During these stirring weeks of unsleeping activity 

Burrell saw little of Necia, for he had many things to 

occupy him, and she was detained much in the store, 

now that her father was away. When they met 

for a moment they were sure to be interrupted, while 

in and around the house Alluna seemed to be always 

near her. Even so, she was very happy; for she 

was sustained by the constant hectic excitement that 

was in the air and by her brief moments with Meade. 

which served to gladden her and make of the days one 

long, delicious, hopeful procession of undisturbed 

dreams and fancies. He was the same fond lover a* 

on that adventurous journey up Black Bear Creek 

and wooed her with a reckless fire that set her aglow 

And so she hummed and laughed and dreamed the 

days away her happiness matching the peace and 
gladness of the season. 


__ n * ^ B 7p ] ' °J} the c °ntrary, it was a season of 
penance and flagellations of spirit, lightened only by 

the moments when he was with her, and when she 
made him forget all else. This damnable indecision 
goaded him to self-contempt ; he despised himself 
for his weakness ; his social instincts and trainin'' his 

men e h°old de; an t d the . amenities of life that proud 

SpSspS 

No months in any clime can compare with an 
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Arctic summer when Nature is kind, for she crowds 
into this short epoch all the warmth and brightness 
and splendour that is spread over longer periods 
in other lands, and every growing thing rejoices 
riotously in scent and colour and profusion. It was 
on one of these heavenly days, spiced with the faintest 
hint of autumn, that Necia received the news of her 
good-fortune. One of her leasers came into the 
post to show her and Poleon a bag of dust. He and 
his partner had found the pay streak finally, and 
he had come to notify her that it gave piomise of 
being very rich, and now that its location was demon¬ 
strated, no doubt the other ‘ lay-men’ would have 
it within a fortnight. As all of them were ready to 
begin sluicing as soon as the ground could be stripped, 
undoubtedly they would be able to take out a 
substantial stake before winter settled and the first 


frost closed them down. 

She took the news quietly but with shining eyes, 

though her pleasure was no greater or more genuine 

than Poleon's, who grasped both her hands in Ins 

and shouted, gleefully : . . 

‘ Bien I I'm glad I You'll be nche gal for sure 

now, an' wear plaintee fine dress lak' I fetch you. 

Tus' t'ink, you fin’ gol' on your place more queccker 

dan your fader, an' he's good miner, too. Ha I 

D ^Oh b Pokon I I’ll be a fine lady, after aii,* she 
cried—'' just as I've dreamed about ! W asn t it 

beautiful, that pile of yeUow grains ® nd 

Dear, dear I And part of it is mine ! Y °™* 

I've never had money. I wonder what it is like 

be rich ! ' , , 

' How I'm goin’ tell you dat ? 

' Oh, well, they will find it on your claims very 





Aoon.' 

He shook his head 


• You better knock wood w en 


\ 
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you say dat. Mebbe I draw de blank again ; no¬ 
body can’t tell. I've do de sam’ t’ing before, an'd- >se 
men w’at been workin' my groun’ dey're gettin' 
purty blue.’ 

* ‘ It’s impossible You're sure to strike it, or if 
you don’t, you can have half of what I make—I U be 
too wealthy, anyhow, so you might as well.' 

He laughed again, at which she suddenly remem¬ 
bered that he had not laughed very much of late, or 
else she had been too deeply absorbed in her own 
happiness to mark the lack of his songs and merri¬ 
ment. 


‘ When you do become a Flambeau king,' she con¬ 
tinued, * what will you do with yourself ? Surely 
you won’t continue that search for your far country. 
It could never be so beautiful as this.' She pointed 
to the river that never changed, and yet was never 
■*the same, and to the forests, slightly tinged with 
the signs of the coming season. ‘ Just look at the 
mountains,' she mused, in a hushed voice ; ‘ see the 
haze that hangs over them—the veil that God uses to 
cover up his treasures.' She drew a deep breath. 
‘ The breeze fairly tastes with clean things, doesn’t 
it ? Do you know, I've often wanted to be an animal, 


to have my senses sharpened—one of those wild 
things with a funny, sharp, cold nose. I’d like to 
live in the trees and run along the branches like a 
squirrel, and drink in the perfume that comes on the 
wind, and set the tender, growing things. The sun 
is bright enough and the world is good enough, but I 
can t feel enough. I’m incomplete.’ 

‘ It s very fine,’ agreed the Canadian, ‘I dont’ see 
w y anybody would care for livin ’ on dem cities 
w en dere s so much nice place outside.’ 

‘ Oh, but the cities must be fine also,' said she, 
‘though, of course, they can’t be as lovely as this! 
Won’t I be glad to see them 1 ' 
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Are you goin’ away ? ’ he inquired,'"quickly. 

‘ Of course.’ Then glimpsing his downcast face, 
she hastened to add, ‘ That is, when my claims 
turn out rich enough to afford it.’ 

4 Oh,’ he said, with relief. 4 Dat’s different. 
s/pose it nius’ be purty dull on dem beeg town ; no- 
w’ere to go, not’in’ to see ’cept lot of houses.’ 

4 Yes,’ said Necia, 4 I’ve no doubt one would ger 
tired of it soon, and long for something to do and 


something really worth while, but I should like to 
try it once, and I shall as soon as I’m rich enough. 
Won’t you come along ? ’ 

4 I don’ know,’ he said, thoughtfully; 4 mebbe so I 


stay here, mebbe so I tak’ my canoe an’ go away. 
For long tam’ I t’ink dis Flambeau she’s de promis’ 
Ian’ I hear callin’ to me, but I don’ know yet for 


w'ile.’ 

4 What kind of place is that land of yours, Poleon ?’ -<# 

4 Ha ! I never see 'im, but she's been cryin’ to me 
ever since I'm little boy. It's a place w’ere I don’ 
aet too hot on de summer an’ too col’ on de winter; 
it's place w’ere I can sleep widout dreamin' 'bout it 
all de tam'/ 

4 Why, it's the land of content—you'll never dis¬ 
cover it by travel. I'll tell you a secret, Poleon. 
I've found it—yes, I have. It lies here.’ She laid 
her hand on her breast. 4 Father Bamum told me 
the story of your people, and how it lives in your 
blood—that hunger to find the far places ; it s what 
drove the voyageurs and coureur du bois from ^ 
Quebec to Vancouver, and from the Mississippi to 
Hudson’s Bay. The wander-lust was their heritage, 
and they pushed on and on without rest, J; e 
salmon in the spring, but they were different in this : 

that they never came back to die. ( 

• Dat’s me ! I never see no place yet w at I care 
for die on, an' I never see no place yet w'at I care 
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for see again 'cept dis Flan.beau. I lak' it, dis ore. 
purty good so far, but I ain' know w'en Fm goin’ 
get tire’. Dat depen’s.' There was a look of great 
tenderness in his eyes as lie bent towards her and 
searched her face, but she was not thinking of him, 
and at length he continued : 

' Fader Barnum, he's goin’ be here nex’ Sonday 
for cheer up dem Injun. Constantine she’s got de 
\etter.’ 

‘Why, that’s the day after to-morrow!’ cried 
Necia. * Oh, won’t I be glad to see him ! ’ 

‘ You don' get dem kin’ of mans on de beeg cities,' 
said Poleon. ‘ I ain’ never care for preachin’much, 
an' dese feller w’at all de tarn' pray an' sing t’rough 
de nose, dey mak' me seeck. But Fader Barnum—— 
Ba Gar ! She’s the swell man.' 

' Do you know,’ said Necia, wistfully, I’ve 
always wanted him to marry me.’ 

You Linkin’ ’bout matTy on some feller, eb ? ' 
sajd the other, with an odd grin. ‘ Wal ! xv’y not ? 
He 11 be here all day an’ night. S’pose you do it. 
Mos anybody w at ain’ got some wife already will 
De glad for marry on you— an' mebbe some' feller 
w at has got wife, too ! If you don’ lak’ dem. an’ if 
you re goin marry on somebody , you can be wife to 

Necia laughed lightly. 'I believe you would 
marry me if I wanted you to ; you've done every- 

Sffi .T asked - But you needn,t & 

take you U P- In 111 her life this 

him Of f h eV H er sp ° k , en of love to her ' and she had no 
hint of the dream he cherished. He had Mine hi 

songs to her and told her stories till his frank § and 

Stt“ - a - S 
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her save as a friend, as a brother—such a thought 
had never dawned upon her. 

While they were talking a boat had drawn inshore 
and made fast to the bank in front of them. An Ind¬ 
ian landed and. approaching, entered into talk with 
the Frenchman. 

By-and-by Poleon turned to the girl, and said : 

* Dere’s 'hondred marten-skin come in ; you min’ 
de store w'ile I mak* trade wit* dis man.’ 

Together the two went down to the boat, leaving 
Kecia behind, and not long after Runnion sauntered 
up to the store and addressed her familiarly. 

Hello, Necia 1 I just heard about the strike on 
your claim. That’s fine and dandy. 

She acknowledged his congratulations curtly, for 
although it was customary for most of the old-timers 
to call her by her Christian name, she resented it from 
this man. She chose to let it pass, however. 

• I had some good news last night myself.' he con¬ 
tinued. ' One of my men has hit some good dirt 
and we’ll know what it means in a day or so I U 
gamble we’re into the money big. though, for I 
always was a lucky cuss. Say, where’s your father ? 

‘ He’s out at the mine.’ 

We've used up all our bar sugar at the saloon, 

and I want to buy what you’ve got.’ 

‘ Very well, I'll get it for you. 

He followed her inside, watching her graceful move¬ 
ments. and attempting, with his tree-and-easy-msoU 
ence. to make friendly advances, but. seein G that she 
refused to notice him, he became piqued, an g 


Dolder. . , .... -i 

‘ Look here, Necia. you're a mighty pretty Ii 1 ”- 

I've ha<J my eye on you ever since I landed, and the 

more 1 see of you 

li isn’t necessary to tell me that, she replie . 

1 The price of the sugar will be just the same. 
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‘ Yes. and you're bright, too,’ he declared * Thar s 
what I like in a woman—good looks and bra.ns. 
I believe in strong methods and straight talk, o» 
none of this serenading and moonlight mush for m 
When I see a girl 1 like, I go and get her. That's me. 
I make love like a man ought to-’ 

Are you making love to me ? ’ she inquired, curi¬ 
ously. 

It s a little bit sudden. I know', but a man has to 

begin some time. I think you'd just about suit me. 

We’ll both have money before long, and I’ll be good 
to you.’ 

The girl laughed derisively in his face. 

‘Now don’t get sore. I mean business. I don't 

wear a blue coat and use a lot of fancy w-ords, and then 

throw you down when I’ve had my fun. and I don’t 

hang around and spoil your chances with other men 
either. 

V\ hat do you mean ? ' 

hll ‘^ eU ' ™ soft-talking Southerner with gold 
buttons and highfalutin ways. I don’t care if vou 
are a squaw. I'll take you_' Y 

vn- ta *k to me ! ' she cried, in disgust, her 
oice hot wnth anger and resentment. 

aim andVrH 011 ^ Unheedin S : ‘ Now. cut out these 
airs and get down to cases. I mean what I .ay I 

know you ve been casting sheep's eyes at Burrell but 

get rd 6f e c r dn 1 have you ’ no matter how rich you 

5 * pp nstsfss 0.-4= 

us. swaw: 

ill. pointed to thf Nver°bank d a h VC *'"3 sh00 ' you 1 ' 

.wo wfirst* isauig* -v. 


166 


THE BARRIER 


But he oriy laughed at her show of temper, and 
shrugged hit shoulders as he answered her, roughly : 

4 Understand me. I’m on the square. So think it 
over, and don’t go up in the air like a sky-rocket.' 

She cried out to him to * Go—go—go ! ’ and finally 
he took up his bundle, saying, as he stepped out 

slowly : 

4 All right I But I'm coming back, and you'll have 
ic listen to me. I don't mind being called a squaw- 
man. You're pretty near white, and you're good 
enough for me. I’ll treat you right—why, I'll even 
marry you if you’re dead set on it. Sure I ' 

She could scarcely breathe, but checked her first in¬ 
clination to call Poleon, knowing that it needed only 
a word from her to set that nut-brown savage at Run- 
nion's throat. Other thoughts began to crowd hei 
brain and to stifle her. The fellow’s words had stab¬ 
bed her consciousness,and done something for her that 
gentler means would not have accomplished ; they 
had opened her eyes to a thing that she had forgotten 
—a hideous thing that had reared its fangs once be¬ 
fore to strike, but which her dreams of happiness had 
driven out of her Eden. All at once she saw the 
wrong that had been done her, and realized from this 
brute's insult that those early fears had been well 
grounded. It suddenly occurred to her that in all 
the hours she had spent with her lover, in all those 
unspeakably sweet and intimate hours, there had 
never been one word of marriage. He had looked into 
her eyes and vowed he could not live without her, and 
yet he had never said the words he should have said, 
the words that would bind her to him. His arms and 
his bps had comforted her and stilled her fears, but 
after all he had merely made love. A cold fear crept 
over the girl. She recalled the old Corporal s words 
of a few weeks ago, and her conversation with btarK 
came back to her. What if it were true—that wftirn 
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Runnion implied ? What if he did not intend to ask 
her, after all ? What if he had only been amusing 
himself ? She cried out sharply at this, and when 
Doret staggered in beneath a great load of skins he 
•found her in a strange excitement. When he had 
finished his accounting with the Indian and dismissed 
him, she turned an agitated face to the Frenchman. 

' Poleon,' she said, 4 I’m in trouble. Oh, I’m in 
such awful trouble ! ' 

* It’s dat Runnion 1 I seen ’im pass on de store 
wile I’m down below.’ His brows knit in a black 
scowl, and his voice slid off a pitch in tone. 4 W'at 
he say, eh ? ’ 

No, no, it s not that. He paid me a great compli¬ 
ment.’ She laughed harshly. 4 Why, he asked me 
to marry him. ] he man beside her cursed at this, 
J>ut f she continued : 4 Don’t blame him for liking me 
—I’m the only woman for five hundred miles around 
—or I was until this crowd came—so how could he 

help himself ? No, he merely showed me what a fool 
I ve been.’ 


I guess you better tell me all 'bout dis t’ing,' said 
Poleon, gravely. 4 You know I’m all tarn’ ready for 
help you, Necia. W'en you was little feller an’ got 
bust your finger you run to me queeck, an' I feex it.' 

, ,i eS '« k now » dear Poleon.’ she assented, grate- 
billy. You’ve been a brother to me, and 1 need vou 
now more than I ever needed you before. I can’t go 
to father ; he wouldn’t understand, or else he would 

* quick^ tand t0 ° mUCh ' and Sp0il " ^ his temper is so 

I m not w’at you call easy-goin’ mese'f' the 
Canadian said, darkly, and it was plain that he 
was deeply agitated, which added to the girl's dis¬ 
tress ; but she began to speak rapidly, incoherently 

so ihTrh 1VeneS \ g,V ’ ng si S" ific ance to her words’ 
so that the man had no difficulty in following her 
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drift. With quick insight he caught her meaning, 
and punctuated her broken sentences with a series of 
grave nods, assuring her that he knew and under¬ 
stood. He had always known, he had always under¬ 
stood, it seemed. ( ^ 

* Don’t think I’m unwomanly, Poleon, for I’m not. 

I may be foolish and faithful and too trusting, but I’m 
not—unmaidenly. You see, I've never been like 
other girls—and he was sohne, so different, he made 
me love him—it's part of a soldier’s training, I 
suppose. It was so sweet to be near him, and to heai 
him tell of himself and all the world he knows—I just 
let myself dnft. I’m afraid—I’m afraid I listened too 
well, and my ears heard more than he said—my head 

is so full of books, you know.’ 

‘ He should have know' dat, too,' said Poleon. 

‘ Yes.' she flared up. ‘ He knew I was only an^ 

Indian girl.' , . . 

The only colour in Doret's face lay now in nls 

cheeks, where the sun had put it ; but he smiled at 

ber—his warm, engaging smile—and laid his gTeat 

brown hand upon her shoulder softly. 

' I’ve look’ in hees eye an I m always t ink he 8 
good man. I don' never t’mk he'll mak' fun of poor 

Ut 'Buthe has, Poleon ; that's just what he has done.' 
She came near to breaking down, and finished, pathet- 
ically ‘ They’re telling the story on the street, so 

h. • ■>—•» 

“th *. r *; 

I want to know whal h. ». m. *>» 

are He swears he loves me, and yet he has n 

asked me to marry him. He has gone too far h 
has made a fool of me to amuse himself, and-and l 
couldn't see it until to-day. He s laughing at me, 
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Poleon, he’s laughing at me now I Oh, I can’t bear 
it ! ' 


The Frenchman took up his wide hat from the coun¬ 
ter and placed it carefully upon his head, but she 
Estopped him as he moved towards the door, for she 
read the meaning of the glare in his eyes. 

' Wait till you understand—wait, I say 1 He 
hasn’t done anything yet.’ 

‘ Dat’s de trouble. I'm goin' mak’ ’im do sonto- 
t’ing.’ 

‘ No, no 1 It isn't that ; it’s these doubts that 
are killing me—I’m not sure-' 

* I hear plaintee,’ he said. ‘ Dere's no tam’ for 
monkey roun’.' 

' I tell you he may be honest,' she declared. ' He 

may mean to marry me, but I’ve got to know. That's 

why I came to you ; that's what you must find out 
• for me.' 


‘ I'm good trader, Necia,’ said the Canadian, after 
a moment.^ ‘ I’ll mak' bargain wit’ you now. If he 
say yes, he'll marry you, I don’ ask no more ; but if 
he say no. you geeve 'im to me. Is it go ? ' 

She hesitated, while he continued, musingly. * I 
don’ see how no man on all dis worl’ could lef’ you go ' 
Then to her, * Wal, is it a bargain ? ' 

, Yes, she said, the Indian blood speaking now ; 

but you must learn the truth, there must be no mis- 
take that would be terrible.’ 

‘ Dere ain’ goin’ be no mistak'.' 

•*’ If he should refuse, I—I'll many some one, quick. 

: ^ on tbe l? ughed at b y this camp ; I won’t be a 
joke. Oh Poleon I I’ve given myself to him just 

as truly as if—well, he—he has taken my first kiss.’ 

to °M et k Srn ? e 5 11 ? hands together at this and began 
to roll his head backward from side to side as if 

in some great pain, but his lips were dry and silent 

After a moment the spell left him. the fire Hied down! 

6 * 
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ieaving only a dumb agony in its place. She came 
closer and continued : 

I II never let them point at me and say, “ There 
goes the squaw that—he threw away."' 

‘ You mak’ dis very hard t’ing for me,' he said, 4$ 
wearily. 

‘ Ti>ten,' she went on, lashing herself with pity 
and scorn. ‘ You say Father Bamum will be here 
on Sunday. Well—I'll marry some one, I don’t care 
who ! ’ Then, with a sudden inspiration, she cried, 

‘ I’ll marry’ you—you said I could be a wife to you.’ 

He uttered a sharp cry. ‘ You mean dat, Necia ? ' 
Yes,’ she declared. * Why not ? You’ll do it 
for my sake, won’t you ? ' 

4 Would you stan’ up wit’ me 'longside of de pries', 
lovin’ dat other feller all de tarn' ? ' he asked, queerly. 

‘ Yes, yes I I’d rather it was you than anybody, 
but married I’ll be on Sunday. I’ll never let them 
laugh at me.’ 

L)oret held his silence for a moment, then he looked 
up and said, in level tones : 

* It’s easy t'ing for go an' ask ’im, but you mus’ 
bear bees answer wit’ your own ears—den you can’t 
t’ink I’m lyin'. I’ll fetch 'im 'ere on dis place if you 
feex it for hide you’se’f behin’ dose post. He indi¬ 
cated a bundle of furs that were suspended against a 
pillar, and which offered ample room for concealment. 

‘ Dere’s goin’ be no lies to-day.’ 

He pulled himself together and went out, with the 
tired gait of an old man, his great shock head bowed h 
low. A few moments later he returned. 

4 I’ve sent liT Jean for 'im. You get in dere out 

of sight—an' wait.' 


CHAPTER XII 

A TANGLED SKEIN 


W HEN Burrell entered be wasted no time Id 
greetings. 

‘ I know why you sent for me, Poleon. I've heard 
the news, and I would have been up anyhow to con¬ 
gratulate her very soon. I call it pretty fine.’ 

. ‘ Yes » here's been beeg strike all right, an’ Neci* 
is goin’ be riche gal.’ 

‘ I’m as pleased as if the claim were mine, and you 
feel the same way, of course.' 

The Frenchman nodded. * I love Necia verv 
much, lak’—well, lak’ I’m broder to her.' The 
knowledge that she was hstening made him very un- 

savoured more 

of double-dealing and treacliery than anything he had 
ever attempted, and it went sorely against his grain 
but it had presented itself as the only way to help her' 
proceeded, groping haltingly for fit expre*.' 
Sion Dere s t ing I want for taik -bout wif yon 
but I m scare you’ll t’ink I’m butt in ’ ' ' 

for that/ 11Se,> Said BUrrelL ‘ 1 V° u too weU 

T kn f 0W ^ e M f ° r g0od man ’ ^ ? An' you know 

L“, n try for bre k U P oder tiers’ biznesse, never ! 

. 1 K 1 COme T.° yOU now lak> wan good man to 

noder biccause I'm got bad trouble on de min’ an’ 

you mus'n’t get sore.' 11 ' ** 

‘ There’s no danger, Poleon. Let’s have it u 
there ts anything I can do you may count on me 



the barrier 



' Wal/ he began, nervously, clearing his throat, 
8 it’s like dis. Dere’s feller been talk some 'bout 
Necia, an’ it's not nice talk neider.’ 

‘ Who is he ? ' exclaimed the soldier, in a tone that 
made the girl's heart leap. 

’ Wait 1 Lemme tol' you w’at he say, den we’ll 
talk 'bout feex 'im plaintee. He say dere's joke 
down on Stark's saloon dat Necia Gale is mak' fool 
of herse’f on you, an' dat you am' care for marry her.' 

‘ Runnion ! ' cried Burrell, and started for the 
door. ‘ I'll settle with him now for fair ! ' But 


Poleon blocked his way, and, observing him gravely, 
continued, in a tone that the other could not dis¬ 
regard nor mistake : 

8 No, M’sieu', before you pass on dat place you'll 
tol* me if it's true.* 

8 True I ' the Lieutenant retorted, angrily. 8 What 
business is it of yours ? This concerns me.' 

8 An' me, too ! I’m w’at you call gardeen for Necia 
till John Gale come back, an' I’m broder of her, too. 
You promis' jus' now you don' get mad, an I don say 
she's Runnion neider w'at spik dose t'ing ; dere s 
more dan 'im been talkin’. Is it true ? 

His sternness offended Burrell, for the soldier was 
not the kind to discuss his affairs in this way, there¬ 
fore he drew back scowling. 

8 Poleon Doret.' he said, 8 it's not one s enemies 
who do him injury, it's his damned fool friends. I 
have learned to regard you highly because you are a 
brave man and an honest one, but it seems that you 


are a sentimental idiot.’ T , . 

* Dern is tough word,’ Doret replied. But dere s 

reason w’y I can't tak’ on no madnesse. \ou say 
I’m hones'. Wal, I’m hones’ now. an’ 1 come to you 
wit’ fair words an’ I show my han to you—I on 
hoi’ out no cards, M’sieu’—but I don t ink it is you 
who Lave play square, altogether. Im Necia s 
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tnen\ an’ I’ll fight for her jus’ so queeckerlak’ you, 
but I rruis know dis t ing for sure, so if you have de 
good heart an’ de courage of good man you’ll tell rne 
de truth. Do vou have the feelin’ for marry on 
her? ” ' y 

7 he pause that followed was awkward for bo»h of 
them, while the girl, who stood concealed near by, 
held her breath and buried her nails in her palms! 
Why did he hesitate ? Would he never speak ? It 
seemed not, for he swung between diverse emotion® 
" an £ er that this outsider should question him on sr* 
intimate a matter, chagrin at the knowledge of hav¬ 
ing injured Necia, and rage, blind rage, at the thought 
of its becoming a bar-room topic. Gradually the 
conviction grew that it was not a question of idle cur¬ 
iosity with Doret, and the man’s history recurred to 
him. No wonder he was interested in the girl no 
wonder he wished to guard her ; he had been a bro¬ 
ther indeed, even as he said, and he could have no 
motive save an honourable one. It never occurred 
to the soldier that this Frenchman could harbour 
eehngs akin to his own. The man was rough and 
oreign , his thoughts had been couched in harsher 
anguage perhaps, than he intended ; moreover, the 
fellows high sense of honour was a by-word—and of 

‘ ’ e deS,re ,0 himself this man's 

eyes dictated his answer. 

.* 1 am . amazed at myself for listening to vou ’ ne 
said, at last, and quite shocked, in fact, at'my an 

s^mng your quest,ons, but perhaps I'd better, after 

iust as n ' however ' ‘ et me that the little girl is 
)ust as pure now as she was before she knew me-_• 

Poleon threw up his hand. * M'sien ' Hat'c 

swtstiKt= 
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that I have., as you know, but, thank God, I can say 
I’ve been a gentleman and addressed her as I would 
the fairest iady I’ve known.' 

‘ An’ you mean for marry, eh ? ' probed the other. 
Now, no man could have answered such a direct 
question easily, and in this case it was especially hard 
for the Kentuckian, who was tom between his un¬ 
governable desire and that decision which cold rea¬ 
son had thrust upon him. He wanted to say, ‘ Yes, 

I’ll marry her to-morrow,' but something bade him 
pause before he sacrificed upon this altar of a youth¬ 
ful love his life, his hopes, his ambitions. Had he 
not wrestled with himself for months in thinking ft 
all out, until his mind was weary and listless with the 
effort ? For the great test that tries a man’s soul 
and compels him to know himself had not yet come to 
Meade Burrell ; wherefore, he hesitated long. 

‘ I did not say so,' he declared, at last. ‘ It's a ^ 
thing I can't well discuss, because I doubt if you could 
understand what I would say. This life of yours is 
different from mine, and it would be useless for me 
to explain the reason why I cannot marry her. Leav¬ 
ing out all question of my sentiment, there are insur¬ 
mountable obstacles to such a union ; but as to this 
talk, I think that can be stopped without annoyance 
to her, and as for the rest, we must trust to time to 

bring about a proper adjustment-' 

A low, discordant sound of laughter arrested his 
words, and, turning, he beheld Necia standing 

revealed in the dimness. 

* What an amusing person you are 1 she said. I ve 
had hard work holding in all this time while you were 
torturing your mind and twisting the honest English 
language out of shape and meaning.^ I knew I 
should have to laugh sooner or later. < 

‘ What is the meaning of this ? ’ he demanded. I* 
ft a joke ? ' 
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Indeed it is,' she declared, laughing afresh, * and 
the best I’ve ever enjoyed. Wasn't it funny, Po- 
leon '—she turned gaily to the Frenchman, but he 
stood like one petrified— to see him debating coolly 
> whether he cared for me enough to face the world 
with me, and trying to explain to you that he was too 
good to marry a squaw ? Oh, you were veiy gentle¬ 
manly about it, sir, and you wouldn't have hurt my 
feelings for the world I ' 

' Necia ! ' 

\ That’s your Dixie chivalry, I suppose. Well. I've 
played with you long enough. Lieutenant Burrell. I’m 
tired of the game, and you interest me no longer.' 
\ou—you—say you’ve been playing with me I ' 

Th ° bo,tom of ^^ngs seemed 
suddenly to slide from under him ; he was like one 

. were"d,okm g me h ' de ° US ' J ' lat;mire - He fdt “ if he 

• Why, of°course,’ she cried, scornfully, ■ just as 
you took me up for amusement. You were such a 

l"cou'ldn : t dreSSe f’ ' mmacuUte mo »nd of conceit that 
I couldn t resist the temptation, and you hid your 

? de t SC ? nsl ° n so P° or| y that I thought you ought 
to be taken down a peg. I knew 1 was a squaw but 

alTand ed if t0 ' f 1 WCre n °' hke other women, afte 
al . and if you were not like other men ' She was 

chahk-whitT. ££ 

foolishness, anyhow. £* 
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' You are going to be married.’ he muttered. 

laboriously. 

Yes, to Poleon. Why, that's been understood for 
years. ’ 

He whirled upon the Canadian in a fury, and his 
words came hot and tumbling. 

‘ So you’re in this, Doret. You're a part of this 
little farce. You trapped me here to make a fool 
of me. did you ? Well, I can settle with you——' 

‘ D-don’t blame him ! ’ cried the girl, hysterically. 

‘ It is all my doing. He had no part in it.’ 

Burrell whirled back to the Frenchman again. ' Is 
this true ? ’ 

' Yes,' said Doret, in a restrained voice. ‘ Dis 
ain' no work of mine.' 

4 You’re a liar ! ' breathed the Kentuckian, now 
fairly wild with anger ; but the other looked him 
squarely in the face between the eyes and made no 
move. 

‘M'sieu’,’ he cried, * I'm livin' t'orty year, an' never 
took no mam’ lak’ dat before, but dere s reason heie 
w'y I can't make no answer,' He inclined his head 
towards the girl, and before Burrell could break out 
again he checked him. 

* It’s no good mak' fight wit' lesser than two people 
You've told me dat you are gentleman. Wal. I am 
nobody but trapper an' trader, but I don' spoil de 
name of no good girl, an’ I don’ quarrel in the pres¬ 
ence of lady, so mebbe, affer all, dere's mistak some- 
w'ere, an' I’m gentleman mese’f 'stead of you. ( 

‘ Why, you aren’t really angry, Lieutenant ? 
mocked Necia. 4 It’s only the joke of an ignorant 
half breed girl whose sense of humour is all out of gear. 

You mustn’t quarrel over a squaw 1 ’ 

She taunted him like a baited badger, for this thing 
was getting beyond her control and the savage in 
Btincts of the wilderness were uppermost. 
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‘You are quite right,' he replied. ‘I am very 
foolish, and the laugh is with you.' His lips tried 
to frame a smile, but failed, and he added : ‘ Your 
wit is not my kind, that is all. I beg you both to ac- 
> cept my congratulations on your nuptials. Undoubt¬ 
edly, you will be happy together ; two people with 
=-uch similar ideas of humour must have much to 
enjoy in common.’ He bowed low and, turning 

The moment he was gone she cried, breathlessly 
\ ou must marry me, Poleon. You've got to do 

* Do you mean dat for sure ? ’ he said. 

thi, C ? 4n rn y0 n S6 t the T’ S " othin g eIse for it, after 
thus ? I 11 show him that he can’t make me a toy 

to suit his convenience. I’ve told him I would marry 

you on Sunday, and I’ll do it or die. Of course you 

*don t love me, for you don’t know what love is I 

suppose; how-^ould you?’ She broke do™ 

and began to catch her breath amid coughing sobs 

that shook her slender body, though they lelt he- 

fCV ^ Sh - -I-I’m veor unhappy 

a you only knew g ^ 7 Wlfe ‘° y ° U ’ ° h ’ 

had e the re Hmh° ng r breath - When he s P oke his voice: 

anri I h t ^ ° f S ° me softl y P la yed instrument 
and a tremor ran through his words. 

r P n.Lv"n n .° W ,'" t kin’ of love is dis, for 


-five 'year— but ^m '“S" waste h“e tw 
my own countree ^ 6 ° again Iookin ' ^ 

g £p^ b r « e^. 
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He shook his head. To-morrow, Necia ! An’ 1 
;;o alone.' 

‘ Then you won’t—marry me ? ' she asked, in a 
hushed and frightened voice. 

' No ! Dere’s wan t’ing I can’t do even for you,^i 
Necia, dere's wan t'ing I can’t geeve, dat’s all—jus' 
wan on all de work’ I can't kill de liT god wit’ de 
bow an’ arrer. He’s all dat mak' de sun shine, de 
birds sing, an’ de leaves w’isper to me ; he's de wan 
liT feller w’at mak’ my life wort' livin' an' keep music 
in my soul. If I keel ’im dere ain’ no more lef lak' it, 
an’ I’m never goin’ fin' my lan’ of content, nor sing 
nor laugh no more. I’m t’inkin’ I would rader sing 
songs to 'im aJJ alone ondemeat’ de stars beside my 
camp-fire, an' talk wit’ 'im in my bark canoe, dan go 
livin' wit' you in fine house an' let 'im get col an die. 

4 But I told him I’d marry you—that I had always 
intended to. He’ll believe I was lying,' she moaned, 

in distress. . , , 

‘ Dat’s too bad—but dis t'ing am no doin s wit 
me. Dere's wan t'ing in dis worl’ mus' live forever, 
an' dat's love—if we kill 'im den it's purty poor place 
for stoppin' in. I'm cut off my han' for help you, 
Necia, but I can't be husban' to no woman in fun. 

‘ Your foolish head is full of romance,' she burst 
out. 4 You think you're doing me a favour, but 
you’re not. Why, there’s Runnion—he wants me so 
much that he'd “ even marry me ” 1 ' Her wild laugh¬ 
ter stabbed the man. ' Was ever a girl in such a fix ! 
I’ve been made love to ever since I was half a woman, ± 
but at thought of a pnest men seem to turn pale and 
run like whipped dogs. I’m only good enough for a 
bad man and a gambler. I suppose. She sank to a 
-•eat, flung out her arms hopelessly and, bowing 
Lead, began to weep uncontrollably. 11 " 

only had a woman to talk to—but they are 

—all men.' 
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Poleon waited patiently until her paroxysm cf 
sobbing had passed, then gently raised her and lea 
her out through the back door into the summer day. 
which an hour ago had been so bright and promising 
was now so grey and dismal. He followed he: 
with his eyes until she disappeared inside tlie iu/- 
house. * 

An dat's de end of it all,'he mused. * Five yea: 
I've wait—an’ jus' for dis.' 

Meade Burrell never knew how he gained his 
quarters but when he had done so he locked his c oor 
behind him, then loosed his hold on things material. 
He raged about the room like a wild animal, and 
vented his spite on every inanimate thing that lay 
within reach. His voice was strange in his own ears, 
a was the destructive frenzy that possessed him’ 
In time he grew quieter, as the physical energy ol 
• s brutal impulse spent itself ; but there came no 
surcease of his mental disquiet. As yet his mind 
grasped but dully the fact that she was to marry 
another, but gradually this thought in turn took 
possession of him. She would be a wife in two day,, 
that great roistering, brown man would fold her to 
himself she would yield to him every inch of h*r 
palpitant, passionate body. The thought drove the 
over frantic, and he felt that madness lay that way 
if he dwelt on such fancies for long. Of a sudden 
he realized all that she meant to him, and cursed 

While he had the power to posseJs her 
ne had dallied and hesitated, but now that he had no 

W in it, now that she was irretrievably beyond h™ 
reach, he vowed to snatch her and hold her agLst the 

place tn°thes?ore‘ and^he^' ^ 

Nodou W b h t e sh e e r h?d b ad h"" lymg t0 “">■ after ^iT 
doabt she had been engaged to the Frenchman.' 
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and had always planned to wed Poleon, for tha r was 
not out of reason ; she might even have set out mis¬ 
chievously to amuse herself with him, but at the 
recollection of those rapturous hours they had spent 
together, he declared aloud that she had loved hiffl, 
and him only. Every instinct in him shouted that 
she loved him, in spite of her cruel protestations. 

All that afternoon he stayed locked in his room, 
and during those solitary hours he came to know his 
own soul. He saw what life meant : what part 
love plavs in it. how dwarfed and withered all things 
are when pitted against it. 

A man came with his supper, but he called to him 
to be gone. The night settled slowly, and with the 
darkness came such a feeling of despair and lonesonie- 
ness that Burrell lighted every lamp and candle in 
the place to dispel, in some measure, the gloom that 
had fallen upon him. There are those who belief 
that in passing from daylight to darkness a subtle 
transition occurs akin to'the change from positive to 
negative in an electrical current, and that this in¬ 
tangible, untraceable atmospheric influence exerts a 
definite, psychical effect upon men and their modes of 
thought. Be this as it may, it is certain that as the 
night grew darker the Lieutenant s mood changed. 
He lost his fierce anger at the girl, and reasoned that 
he owed it to her to set himself right in her eyes ; that 
in all j ustice to her he ought to prove his own sincerity, 
and assure her that whatever her own state of mind 
had been, she wronged him when she said he hag 
made sport of her for his own pleasure. She migltt 
then dismiss him and proceed with her marriage, but 
first she must know this much of the truth at least. 
So he argued, insensible to the sophistry of his reason- 
ing. which was in reality impelled by the hunge 
see her and hear her voice again. He snatched 
hat and bolted out. almost running m his eag^rr. ... 
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An up-river steamboat was just landing as nr 
neared the trading-post—a freighter, as fie noted by 
her lights. In the glare at the nver-bank he saw 
Poleon and the trader, who had evidently returned 
from Lee’s Creek, and without accosting them fie 
hurried on to the store. Peering in from the darkness, 
he saw Alluna ; no doubt N’ecia was alone in the 
house behind. So he stumbled around to tfie back 
to find the window of her room aglow behind its 
curtain, and, receiving no answer to his knock, he 
entered, for it was customary at Gale’s to waive 
ceremony. Inside the big room he paused, then 
stepped swiftly across and rapped at her door falling 
back a pace as she came out. 

Instead of speaking at once, as he had planned to 
prevent her escaping, he was struck speechless, for 

vlsl0n th *t met his eyes was that which he had 
seen one blithe spring morning three months before • 
but to-night there was no shawl to conceal her sweetly 

startHnt V'u S “ efS ’ whose whiteness was 
startlmg against the black of the ball-room gown. The 

slim gold chain hung around her neck and her hair 

was piled high, as before. He noted every smallest 

tlttnl St °?h thCre , Waitmg fOF hlm to speak, for- 
Setiul of everything else. 

had mK t ° n the g0wn again to see if. perchance 
there might be some mark of her blood or breed that 

had escaped her previous scrutiny, and as there was 

no one to observe her. she had attired herself slowlv 

^sorbed ,n her whimsy Her wistful beau y dazed 

s p r. rmx 

cpy;,rr-xra t; - - et 
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I atr listening/ she answered, very quietly. 

' Understand me. I’m not whining, and I’m willing 
t*i CcJtr mv medicine. I couldn’t talk or think very 
st'a-.ghi. this afternoon, but you were wrong.' -4 
^ es 1 know now, I was wrong. It was most un- 
i«ac y*like, wasn’t it ? But you see, I am only a little 
savage. ’ 

‘ I don’t mean that; I mean you were wrong when 
you said I had played with you. In the sight of God, 
I swear you were mistaken. You have made me 
love you, Necia. Can’t you see ? ' 

She made no sign. 

‘ If you can't, I owe it to you and to myself to set 
you right. I am not ashamed to acknowledge my 
love, and even when you are married to Poleon I want 
you to know that I shall love you always.' 

Even yet she made no sign. Was he not merely 
repeating the same empty words with which he had 

often beguiled her ? There was no word of iriar- 
n»ge ; he still considered her unworthy, beneath 
Lum. The pain of it caused the girl to wince sud- 
der/y. and her sensitive face flinched, seeing which 
. b'oke out : 

\ ou do love me, Necia—you do ; I see it in your 
eyes ! ' And he started towards her with open arms, 
bid she shrank away from him. 

‘ No, no ! Don't touch me ! ' she almost screamed. 

‘ My dear one,’ he breathed, ‘ you must listen to 
me. You have nothing to fear, for I love you—love^ 
y OU —Jove you ! You were made for me I You’ll 
be my wife. Yes ; you’ll be married on Sunday, 
but to me, not to Poleon or any other man I ' 

Did she hear aright ? Was he, her soldier lover, 

asking her, the Indian girl-? 

‘ You do love me, don’t you ? ' he pleaded. i> ut 
still she could not speak, and he tried to read the 
a,, wer in her swimming eyes. 






A TANGLED SKEIN 


183 

‘ You mean—you want to—marry me ? ’ she mur¬ 
mured at last, hesitating shyly at the word that had 

come to play so momentous a part in her little 
world. 

* ‘ Indeed I do 1 ’ he declared, with emphasis. ‘ In 
spite of everything, anything. Nothing else mat¬ 
ters.' 

* Nothing ? * 

* Nothing ! I'll quit the army. I’ll give up the 
Service, and my people, too. I’ll put everything 
back of me, and we'll start out anew—just you and I. 

\\ ait a moment,' she said, retreating a little Iron 
his eager, out-stretched arms. ‘ Why do you nccc, 
to do all that ? ' 

* Never mind why ; it's as good as done. You 

wouldn't understand-' 

' But I think I do understand now. Do I really 
^nean all that to you ? ' 

' Yes, and more 1 ’ 

Listen to me,’ said the girl, quietly. * I want you 
to talk slowly so I may not misunderstand. If you 
—marry me must you forego ah those great thine- 

future^ 0f ~ your profession, your f ami i y _ yo " r 

and 1 —* le *’ s talk about Necia: rve 8°t you, 

‘ Please answer me,’ she urged. • I thought I 
understood, but I'm afraid I don't. I thought it 

was m y being a breed that stood in the way_■ 

k , 1 here s nothing in the way_• 

con^thaV.Tb" * g i° d e ?° ugh ' 1 k new I could over¬ 
leaf but I didnTth'°n ma 'j e myself your 

and make L^ffe e^ “? " 7 ^ fetter 

awkwardly, 

SIS they did'before.' 10 ^ 
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‘ Nonsense ! ’ exclaimed the soldier. ‘ If they 
don't bother me, Necia, why should you 
worry ? ' 

‘ Would you really have to give up your family— 
your sister ? Would those people you are so proud 4 
of and who are so proud of you—would they cut you 
oS ? ' 

‘ There is no question of cutting off. I have no in¬ 
heritance coming ; I don't want any. I don't want 
anything except you, dear.' 

4 Won’t you tell me ? ' she persisted. * You see, I 
am dull at these things.’ 

‘ Well, what if they do ? ' he conceded. ‘ You 
more than make it up to me—you outweigh a 
thousand families.' 

‘ And would your marriage to a—a—to me destroy 

your army career ? ’ . 

‘ Well, it will really be much easier for both of us if 
I resign from the Service,' he finally admitted. In 
fact, I’ve decided to do so at once.' 

‘ No, no I You musn't do that. To-night you 
think I am worth the price, but a day will come — 

He leaned forward and caught her hands in his. 

* —Meade, I can't let you do it.' 

* I'd like to see you help yourself,' he said, banter- 

m ^f*can and I will. You must not marry me, 
Meade-it's not right—it can't be.' She suddenly 
realized what this renunciation would mean, and be- 
o an to shiver. To think of losing him now, after he ^ 
had come to her freely-it would be very hard I 
But to her, too, there had come the revelation that 
love means sacrifice, and she knew now that she 
loved her soldier too well to let her shadow darke 
his bright future, too well to ruin him. 

‘ It will be over before you know it. she 
saying, in a lame attempt at levity. Fat er 
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nan; is an expert, and the operation won't occupy 
him ten minutes.’ ^ 

‘ Meade, you must listen to me now,’ she said, so 
earnestly that it sobered him. ‘ Do you think a girl 
could be happy if she knew a good man had spoiled 
his life for her ? I would rather die now than let 
you do such a thing. I couldn’t bear to see myself a 
drag on you. Oh, I know it would be wonderful, 

this happiness of ours, for a time, and then-•’ She 

was finding it more and more difficult to continue. 
‘ A prisoner grows to hate the chains that bind him ; 
when that day came for you, I should hate myself. 
No, no I Believe me, it can't be. You're not of my 
people, and I’m not of yours.' 

At that moment they heard the voices of the tra- 
der and his squaw outside, approaching the house. 

if glr , ? br , eath caught in her throat, she flung her¬ 
self recklessly upon her lover's breast and threw her 
arms around his neck in an agony of farewell. 

Meade I Meade 1 my soldier 1 ' she sobbed, ‘ kiss 
me good-bye for the last time 1 ’ 

No, he said, roughly. 

But she dragged his face down to her burning lips. 

. *°7 y° u mus * 8°.' s he said, tearing herself away, 

and, for my sake, don't see me again.' 

to-night/ 1 WU11 rU “ k your lather for you' 
No. no I Don’t ; please don't 1 Wait till—till 

rr P ‘i^r e word 1 

he ‘ d SUch a P ainfl >l entreaty that ha 
father and^a"^^ 6 d ° W ° PeneCi and he > 


CHAPTER XIII 

STARK TAKES A HAND IN THE GAME 




T HE old man gre eted the l ieute nant affa bly, but 

as his glance Tell on his daughter he stopped 
stock-still on the threshold. 

' I told you never to wear that dress again,’ he said, 
in a dry, harsh voice. 

The girl made no answer, for her heart was break¬ 
ing, but turned and went into her room. Burrell 
had an irresistible desire to tell Gale that he wanted 
his daughteTT6r Tils \HTe ; it would be an unwonted 
pleasure t o startle this iron-grey old man and the 
shawled and shambling mummy of red, with the 
unwinking eyes that always reminded him of two 
ox-heart cherries ; but he had given Necia his pro¬ 
mise. So he descended to the exchange of ordinary 
topics, and inquired for news of the creek. 

' Necia's ground is getting better every hour,' the 
trader said. ‘ Yesterday they found a sixty-dollar ( 

pan.' 

* Have you struck pay on j'ours ? ’ 

• No ; Polcon and I seem to hold bad hands. 
Some of his laymen are quitting work. They’ve W 
cross-cut in h<ilf a dozen places and can t find a 
colour.’ 

* But surely they haven’t fully prospected his claims 
yet ; there must be plenty of room for a pay-streak 

somewhere, mustn't there ? ' , .. 

4 It looks like he had drawn three blanks sai 
Gale, 4 although we can't tell for sure. 1 bey re 

lf-e 
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breaking most as bad for me, too ; but I’ve- got a 
new hunch, and I'm running up a dreen to catch 
bed-rock along the left rim. I've got twenty men at 
work, and 1 11 know before long. You heard about 
§.unnion, of course ? ’ 

' Yes ; the usual story—the bad men get the good 
mines, and the good ones get the hungry spots. 
Well, I might have been one of the unfortunates if l 
had staked for myself ; but I hardly think so. I’m 
prett^lucky.’ He laughingly bade them good-night, 
contented" with himself and at peace with the 
world. 

Gale went to Necia’s door and called her, but when 
she appeared he was unprepared for the tragic lace 
with which she greeted him. 

‘ Daughter/ he said, ‘ don't feel bad over what I 

said ; I didn t mean to be cross with you but_I 

J^on't like that dress.’ 

. ' }Y? r ? y° u CT0SS with me. daddy ? ’ she said, dally. 

1 didn t hear. What did you say ? ’ 

He looked at her in amazement. ‘ Necia little 
girl, what is the trouble ? ’ 


She was st^ing_pasL him. and her fingers were 
JumWinghel^sly with the lace of her gown, but she 
began to show signs of collapse. 

I sent him away—I—gave him up. when he 

wanted me-wanted me-Oh. daddy 1 he wants 

to marry me—and I sent him away ' 

a sh ” rt . satisfied exclamation, and 
^looking at Gale meaningly, said : 

t}\ ** good - ** is 8 ood - He is a stranger.* 

But the man disregarded her interruption. 

He asked you to marry him in—in—in spite of 
who you are and what I am?’ H 

YCS J *V S Fe ^ dy to give U P his ambition his 
a. my his future, his family, everything for me^—t,-- 

sacrifice it all ; and so, of course, I couldn't let him.' 
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She spoke simply, as if her father would surely under¬ 
stand and apprgv£_h er - a ntjon. while in her voice was 
a note of inevita ble resig nation. ‘ You see, I never 
understood what my blood would mean to him until 
to-night. I’ve been selfish and thoughtless, I guc#l 
I jusi wanted him, and wanted him to take me ; but 
now that he is mine, I love him more than I thought. 
He is so dear to me that I can't drag him down—I 
can t—I can't 1 ' She went to the open door and 
stood leaning against the casing, facing the cool 
outer darkness, her face hidden from them, her 
form sagging wearily, as if the struggle had sapped 
her whole strength. 

Alluna crept to the trader and looked up at him 
eagerly, whispering : 

‘ This will end in a little while, John, bhe is 
young. She can go back to the Mission to-morrow. 
She will soon forget.’ 

' Forget I Do you think she can forget ? ' 

‘ Any woman can forget. Only men remember/ 

' it is the red blood in you—lying. You know you 
» * 

‘ It is to save your life,' she said. 

* I know; but it's no use.' To Necia he said: 
* You needn't worry, little daughter.' But her ears 
were deaf. ‘ You needn’t give him up, I say—c'us 
will end all right.' 

Seeing that she gave no sign of heeding, he stepped 
closer, and swung her about till she faced him. 

‘ Can’t you trust me this one time ? You always, 
hav e before, Necia I say he'll marry you, and it will 
all come out right.' 

She raised her hopeless eyes and strove gamely to 
meet his, then, failing, broke away, and turned back 
to the door. ‘ I knew you couldn’t understand. 

- I—oh, God, I love him so I ' With a cry like that 
of a wounded animal she fled out into the nig , 
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where she could give vent to her an guis h unseen ; 
for she had never wept before her father, but always 
crept away and hid herself until her grief was spent. 
Gale would have started after her, but Aliuna 
dragged him back fiercely. 

‘ No, no ! It means your life. John. Let the 
secret die, and she will forget. She is so young. 
Time will cure her—time cures everything. Don’t 
tell her—don’t tell any one—and. above all. don't tell 
that soldier I He would not believe, nor would -lie. 
Even I have doubted ! ’ 

‘ You ? ' 

* Yes, John. And if I don’t believe, what is a 
stranger to say ? No man knowing you would be¬ 
lieve the tale without proof. Suppose she doubted 
—have you ever thought of that ? Would you not 

rather have her die still loving you than live and 
disbelieve ? * 

‘TS, yes 1 Of course, I—I’ve thought of that, 
, ~ .}Y on ? an ' you’re worse than a rattlesnaLe-l ’ 
Even if he knew, he might not marry her. You 
at least are clean, and that other man was a devil. 

A great a price to pay for a 

gngf-Tfiat will die in a year.’ Aliuna was speaking 
sv- htly in her own language, her body tense, her face 

au a/e and no man seeing her could ever again have 
oilled her people stolid. 

• ‘You think time will cure a love like that > ’ he 
said. * 

4* Yes, yes I * 

thl^ hat ’ S ^ y° u know about it. Time may act 

b f,rhiU P s e, itT S H n « CitieS and $UCh places ’ out 

k \u I L } different. When you’ve got the 
j-eath of the forest m you. I say it is different. 8 Time 

hving' memory. » 

.v.n» £^ r,. 
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fire I see a face, and every wind from the south brings! 
a voice to me. Every stormy night a girl with eyes 
like Necia's calls to me, and I have to follow. Every 
patch of moonlight shows her smiling at me, 
beyond, just in the shadow's edge. Love 1 Time. 
Why, Alluna, love is th e on ly thing in the world 
that never dies, and time only ma kes it the more 

endrrrtog^ 

r '~He took up the white s louch hat he had thrown 
down when he came in, and stepped to the door. 
* Where are you going ? ’ inquired the squaw, 

fearfully. 

‘ To the barracks to give myself up 1 ' 

She flung herself at him with a great cry, and seized 

him about the waist. 

‘ You never loved me, John, but I have been a 
good woman to you, although I knew you were 
ways thinking of her—and had no thought of me. 
I have loved tftU girl because you loved her. I have 
hated your enemies because you hated them, an 
now I remember while you forget. ^ 

' Forget 1 What do you mean ? ' 


' Stark I ’ . . j 

The man paused. ^ ‘ I did almost forget him-and 

iter fifteen years 1 ' 

‘ I et us kill him to-night ; then we will go to the 
oldier together, side by side-I am your woman, 
sjecia will look after the little ones. 

Gale stared at her, and as he gazed the red pignut 

mderneath her skin, the straight-hanging maneh^ 
lair the gaudy shawl she never went without, t 
•hapeless skiJshod feet, ‘heslovenly. 

>f a mis-cast woman vanished, and he sa “ 
vas on a day long past, a slim, shy, silent creature, 
vith great, watchful, trusting eyes anda soul 
,po.led. No woman had ever been so loyal. ° 
;omplaining. He had robbed her of her people a 
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her gods. He had shifted hither and yon at the call 

of his uncertain fortune, or at a sign of that lurking 

fear that always dogged him, and she had never left 

his side, never questioned, never doubted, but always 

^served him like a slave, without asking for a part 

in that other love, without sharing in the caresses 

he had consecrated to a woman she had never 
seen. 

‘ By Heaven ! You're game. Alluna, but there’s a 
limit even to what 1 can take from you,’ he said at 
last. I don’t ever seem to have noticed it before 

“ t n tk ' te n f N °! rve 6 0t ‘o do this thing alone 

* : a e 0 , f - ‘V for you llave no P late in it, and I 

can t let the little girl go on like this. The sooner 

that soldier knows the better. 1 He leaned down and 

touched her brown mouth with his grizzled Ups 

“ yoU ; Alluna ’ for ma k'ng a man of me when 
in f y fg° tten - Now you stay here 1 He 

understand, to hM^der^ovei"' Wh ° COl,ld not 
place to let the darkness swallow he? on™' £?*?? 
might give way to ller gneranr l — 7^ S ° tlat slle 
woman. So, with a H fi ? Q l De \ USt a P 00r . weak 

#TVt0 ? de l ed ’ bareheaded, bare-necked half SllC 
and wholly oblivious to her cm-T* baIf " deme ^ted. 

sense of her incongruous attire oToT^ 5 ’ f With ° ut 
squeezed up through the * tl ? e water that 

soaked her frail simpers C)^ . at h £ r tread and 
through the murk like some f^ e Stumbled blindly 
cast out and banished. creature of light 
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The night was cloudy and a wind came sighing 
from the north tossing the girl's hair and 
tugging at the careless folds of her dress, but she 
heard nothing save the devil's tattoo that rang in 
her head, and felt nothing beyond the pain at throat^ 
and breast, which in time became so bitter that the 
tears were wrung from her dry eyes, and she began 
to weep in a pitiful woman fashion, as if her heart 
would burst. The first drops cleared a way for 
others, and soon she was sobbing freely, alone and 
without solace, lost in the night. 

She had not succeeded in t horoughly isolating her¬ 
self, however, for a man who was steering his course 
by the sense of feel and the wind’s direction heard 
her and paused. His steps were muffled in the soft 
footing, so that she had no warning of his presence 
until he was near enough to distinguish her dimly 
where she leaned against the log wall of a half-> 


completed cajaip. , , 

To his question, ‘What's the trouble here ? she 

made no answer, but moved away, whereupon he de¬ 
tained her. * There's something wrong. Who are 

^°' U 11 ^only'Necia, Mr. Stark/ said the girl, at which 

he advanced and took her by the arm. 

‘ What ails you, child ? What in the world are 

you domg here ? Come 1 It's only a step to ny 
cabin • you must come in and rest awhile, and you H 
soim be-all nght. Why. you'U break your nerk m 

‘b'she hun/back. but he compelled her to go with 

scandalous. I 

Tn'tnltT he ha/done tbrng^during these last (e,v 
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weeks to make her think so, having never missed an 
opportunity to stop and pass a word with her. at the 
same time showing her a queer courtesy and 1 onsider- 
ation quite foreign to his saturnine habits. She had 
rfcever mentioned the fact to her father or the others, 
for she had developed a sort of sympathy for the 
man, and felt that she understood him better than 
they did. 

He led her inside his cabin, and closed the door 
in the face of the night wind before he struck a 
light. 

I can’t stand to see you cry,' he repeated, as he 
adjusted the wick. Now. as soon as-’ He stop¬ 

ped in astonishment, for he had turned to behold, in¬ 
stead of the little half-breed girl, this slender, sorrow¬ 
ful stranger in her amazingly wonderful rai¬ 
ment. 

V By-’ He checked himself insensibly, and stood 

motionless for a long time, while she wiped her eyes 
and, woman-like, straightened out her gown and 
smoothed her hair with little ferrinine tom lies. 

’ I |—hope you'll excuse me for acting this way,’ 
she smiled at him, piteously ; then, observing his 
strange features, ‘ Why, what is the matter, Mr. 
Stark ; are you angry ? ' 

His hawklike face was strained and colourless, his 

black eyes fierce and eager, his body bent as if to 

pounce upon a victim. In truth he was now the 
predator y ani mal. 

<4; ^°\ * ie re P be d, as if her question carried no mean- 

,n S : . then ' coming to himself, * No-no ! of course 
not, but—you gave me a start. You reminded me 

i° ne ' H ° W do you come to be dressed like 
that . 1 never knew you had such clothes ? ’ 

first fever hal ' 1 *** ^ Da " SO " ; are ** 

He shook his head in a slow, puzzled fashion. 

7 
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' You look just like a white girl—I mean—I don't 
know what I mean.' This time he r oused him self 
fully, the effort being more like a shudder. 

^So I have always thought/ she said, and her eyes 
filled again. 4 

‘ Your skin is like milk beneath y our-taa. and—I 
don’t mean any disrespect, but— Well, I’m just so 
surprised I Come over here and sit down while I 
mix you something to put the heart back into 
you.'- 

He shoved forward a big chair with a wolf-skin 
flung over it, into which she sank dejectedly, while 
he stepped to the shelves beside the Yukon stove and 
took down a bottle and some glasses. She glanced 
about with faint c uriosit y, but the interior of the 
cabin showed nothing out of the ordinary, consisting 
as it did of one room with a cot in the corner, upon 
which were tumbled blankets, and above which was-* 
row of pegs. Opposite was a sheet-iron box-stove 
supported knee-high on a tin-capped framework of 
wood, and in the centre a table with oil-cloth cover. 
Around the walls were some cooking utensils, a few 
cases of canned goods, and clothes hanging in a 

4 I'm not fixed up very well yet, he apologized, 

* iVe been too busy at the saloon to waste time on 
living quarters. But it's comfortable enough for an 
old roadster like me, for I've bruised around the 
frontier so long that I’ve learned there s only three 
things necessary to a man’s comfort—warm clothes,, * 
full stomach, and a dry place to sleep. AU the rest 
that goes to make a man content he has inside him, 
and I'm not the kind to be satisfied, no matter where 
I am or what I have. I never was that kind, so 1 

just don't make the attempt. 

He was talking to give her leeway, and when he 

had concocted a weak toddy, insisted that she must 
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drink it, which she did listlessly, while <ic rz^rWr'd 
on. 

‘ I’ve noticed a few things in :ny life. Miss N • in, 
and one of them is that it often does a be*p good 
► to let out and talk things over ; not that a fellow 
gains any real advantage from d isseminat ing.Jus 
troubles, but it serves to sort of ease his mind. 
Folks don’t often come to me for advice or sym¬ 
pathy. I don’t have it to give, but maybe it will 
help you to tell me what caused this night-ma. aml- 
ing expedition of yours.’ Seeing that she hesitated 
he went on : ‘ I suppose there’s a lot of reasons why 
you shouldn’t corihcje-iiLjagr-I don’t like that o d 
man of yours, nor any of your friends ; but maybe 
that’s why I’m interested. If any of them has up¬ 
set you, I’ll take particular pleasure in helpni" you 
get even.' 

‘ | clon,t wan t to get even, and there *s no- b.mg o 
tell ’ said Necia, ‘ except a girl’s troubles, and 1 an’t 

talk about them.' She smiled a painful, crooked 
smile at him. 



‘ Your old man has been rough to you ? ' 
j No, no j Nothing of that sort.’ 

, T Then it's that soldier ? ’ he quizzed, shrewdly 
I knew you cared a heap for him. Don’t he love 


Yes 1 That’s the trouble ; 

marry me ; he swears he will 
thing.’ 


and he wants to 
in spite of every- 


‘ See here I I 
liked him—he's 
over.’ 


don’t quite follow, i thought you 
the kind most women go daffy 


' Likfhimr f T trembled with emotion, 

make him * 1 W ° U ‘ d do to 

plexeflT 1 mUS ‘ bC kiDd ° f du “ ’ said. per- 
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‘ Don’t you see ? I’ve got to give him up —I'm a 
squaw.' 

‘ Squaw I With those shoulders ? ' 

Stark checked himself, for he found he was rejoic- 
ing in his enemy’s defeat, and was in danger of be- 
trayingjnmself to the girl. In every encounter the 
young man had bested him, and these petty defeats 
had crystallized his antipathy to Burrell into a hatred 
so strong that he had begun to lie awake nights 
planning a systematic quarrel. For he was the kind 
of man who throve upon contentions : so warped in 
soul that when no man offered him offence he brooded 
over fancied wrongs and conjured up a cause for 
enmity, goading himself into that sour, sullen habit 
of mind that made him a dread and a menace to all 
who lacked his favour. His path was strewn from 
the border North with the husks of fierce brawls, and 
he bore the ineradicable mark of the killer, carryings 
always in his brain those scars that hate had seared. 

In his eyes forever slumbered a flame waiting to be 
blown to life, and when embroiled in feuds or bicker¬ 
ings a custom had grown upon him to fight these 
fights in secret many times, until of nights he would 
lie in solitary darkness writhing in spirit as he 
hounded his man to desperation, or forced him into 
a corner where he might slake his thirsty vengeance. 
After such black, sleepless hours he dragged himself 
from his battlegrounds of fancy, worn and w-eary 
and the daylight discovered him more saturnine and 

moody, more menacing than ever. V 

He had brooded over his quarrel with Gale and the 
Lieutenant ever since their first clash, for in this place 
they furnished the only objects upon which his mania 
could work-and it was a mania, the derangement of 
a diseased, distorted mind. His regard for Necia 
was a careless whim, a rather aimless, satisfying 
hobby, not at all serious, entirely extraneous to hi«= 
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every-day life, and interesting only from its aimless¬ 
ness, being as near to an unselfish and decent motive 
as the man had ever come. But it was not of suffi¬ 
cient consequence to stand out against or swerve 
*the course of a quarrel ; wherefore, he was gladdened 
by the news of Burrell’s discomfiture. 

‘ So you like him too much to stan d in his way.’ he 
said, meditatively. ‘ How does your father look at 
it ? ’ -- 

‘ He wants the Lieutenant to marry me. He says 
he will fix it up all right ; but he doesn't understand. 
How could he ? ’ 

‘ You are doing just right,’ concurred the man. 
hypocritically, ‘ and you’ll live to be glad you stood 
out.' Now that both his enemies desired this thing, 
he was set on preventing it, regardless of the girl! 

How did the Lieutenant take it when you refused 

‘ He wouldn’t take it at all. He only laughed and 
declared he would marry me, anyhow.’ The very 
thought thnjlcd-her. 7 

‘ Does he know you love him ? ' 

The tender, sobbing laugh she gave was ample an¬ 
swer. 

| Well, what’s your plan ? ' 

. }~ l ~ ] 1 (lon ' t know. I am so torn and twisted 

vuth it all that I can’t plan, but 1 have thought 1_ 

ought—to go—away.’ 

‘ Good 1 ‘ he said, quickly, but his acquiescence in- 
24 stead of soothing her, had the contrary effect and’she 
b urst out impulsively : 

1 can’t— I can’t I I 
never see him 1 I can’t do it I 
he is I’ She had been holding 
but at last gave way with reck 
wasn’t I born white like other , 
like an Indian. I’ve always 


I want to stay where 
herself i n stub bpr 

less abanclon. *T\'hy 
>irls ? I’ve never felt 
di earned and fancied 
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I wa® different, and I am, in my soul—I know I am 1 
The white is so strong in me that it has killed the red, 
and Era one of father’s people. I’m not like the 
other two ; they are brown and silent, and as cold 
as little toads ; but I’m white and full of life, all 
over. They never see the men and women that I 
see in my dreams. They never have my visions of 
the beautiful snow-white mother, with the tender 
mouth and the sad eyes that always smile at me.’ 

‘ You have visions of such things, eh ? ’ 

' Yes. but I came a generation late, that's all, and 
I've got that other woman’s soul. I’m not a haJf- 
breed—I'm not me at all. I’m Merridy—Merridy 1 
That's who I am.' 

Her face was turned away from him, so that she 
did not notice the frightful effect her words had upon 
Stark. 

' Where did you get —that name ? ’ His voice » 
was pitched in a different key now. Then, after a 
moment, he added, 1 From the story I told you at the 
mire that night, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ Oh no,’ she answered. ‘ I’ve always had it, 
though they call me Necia. Merridy was my fa¬ 
ther’s mother. I guess I'm like her in many ways, 
for I often imagine she is a part of me. that her spirit 
ib mine. It's the only way T can account for the 

sights I see.’ . .. 

• Your father’s mother ? ’ he said, mechanically. 

‘ That’s queer.’ He seemed to be trying to shake 
himself free from something. ‘ It's heredity, I sup- w 
pose You have visions of a white woman, a woman 
named Merridy, eh ? ' Suddenly his manner chan¬ 
ged, and he spoke so roughly that she looked at him 

in va gue alarm , 

' How do you know ? How do you know she was 

his mother ? 

‘ He told me so- 


STARK TAKES A HAND 


190 


Stark snarled. ‘ He lied ! ' 

' I can show you her wedding-ring—I’ve always 
worn it.’ She fumbled for the chain about her neck, 
but it eluded her trembling fingers. * It has her name 
it—“From Dan to Merridy.” ’ 

Stark’s hand darted forward and tore the thing 
from her shoulders, then he thrust it under the l imp 
and glared at the in scription , while his fingers shook 
so that he could bafely distinguish the words JIis 
eyes were blazing and his face livid. 

Necia cried out, but he dropped the ornament and 
seized her fiercely, lifting her from the chair to her 

vvitb one swift, downward clutch, he laid 
ho d of her dress at the left shoulder and ripped it 
half to her waist. A hoarse sound came from his 
hroat a cry half of amazement, half of triumph. 
Let me go I Let me go I ’ She struggled to free 

, but , he held her in a viselike grip, while he 
pered closely at a blemish well down upon her bark 

slip ; rom h ? ™ -ized with 
sta fP^ ed away from him. He was lean- 
g heavily with both hands upon the table ins face 

his thTn iin<f head draVV v n d °" rn between shoulders, 
that she cf S gr L- n K in ?’ b ! S wbo,e mann er so terrifying 

ba?k brou « h ‘ «P ^ain/thf 

,vW waUs -, She turr >ed and made for the door 

:om r m^Z g h Voic a e ightened " P “ d “ d - a ^ 

S ° ' , r —you—’ He licked his 

Ut, noty g ,dp" ^ m ° Uth ’ “ heavi| y m 

perio^™ °" t ° f here ' ' the S>rl demanded. i m . 
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fright. Yes—that was it. Don't worry. I didn't 
mean any harm.' 

You hurt rny shoulder,' she said, almost ready to 
cry. ‘ And you tore my dress,’ she added, angrily 
—‘ my hue dress. Are you crazy ? ' 

You see, it’s like this, that name of Merridy and 
that ring—well, the whole thing was so startling, 1— 
I went off my head. It came sudden, and I thought 
— 1 thought—it don't matter what I thought, but 
I’m sorry. I’ll apologize—and I’ll get you a new 
dress, a whole lot of dresses, if you like.’ This 
seemed to amuse him, and he began to laugh 
silently. 

His first impulse had been to tell her everything, 
but his amazement had rendered him speechless, and 
now he was thankful for it. Following his discovery 
of her identity, he had been stricken dumb, staring 
her like one demented ; then, as he was about to e& 
plain, his mind suddenly grasped the significance of 
this revelation and the advantage it gave him over 
his enemies ; a plan began to unfold, vague at first, 
its details not worked out, but a plan whereby he 
could by keeping silent use this knowledge to serve 
his vengeful ends. In an instant his vision «. leafed 
and his brain became active and alert, like that of a 
man brought suddenly under the stimulus of strong 
liquor. Care must be exercised—she must not learn 
too much—for if she suspected the truth she would 
go to her soldier lover at once, and no power on earth 
could hold her back. That would block the ven¬ 
geance that he saw shaping in the dank recesses of 

his distorted brain. . , 

First, and above all, he must get the girl away from 

‘ I went clear off my head,' he heard himself say¬ 
ing, ‘ at that name of Merridy, that ring, and aU. 
Why—why, I thought you might be the missing gir 
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I told you of—you remember, that day up on Loo's 
Creek—so I had to see ; but, dear me. I should have 
been more considerate-1 should have explained. 
The trouble is I'm a nervous man, and I get impul¬ 
sive streaks on me sometimes that I can’t control. 
I'm sorry I spoiled your dre^s, but I’ll get you an¬ 
other—you bet I w.ll.’ 

This explanation of his strange behaviour seemed 
plausible enough to banish all personal fears from 
Nec.as mind. Indeed. Stark had now become so 
gentle and apologetic in his demeanour that her 
woman’s curiosity overcame her instinct to 6ee and 
she ventured the question : 

, So you really thought I was that other girl ? ' 

I did for a minute. The mother was a—a— 

friend of mine and so—I lost my head. But I’m all 

nght now, and if you'll overlook my roughness we'll 
back to your troubles.’ 

rJ h f?n la f‘ ' CW n ’°T nts had dr 'ven her own wor¬ 
th^ mmd ' bUt be Was bent on recalling 

them, and so continued, cautiously : 8 

i 

go ™ ” my mmd n0W - and y*- 1 don > "’ant to 
sei'f ^ S>ve Burrell a chance to prove him- 

him; if the last-wl^Tt wi» be hen T’"' back to 

how. As long as you stav hero . C n " y °"' “V* 
can see clearly ' ^ ' bei ° neitber one of you 

fo™ < o; v hL“ r n y ^cir:r st ' and reajized 

to second her own thoughts yet sfe h^u^T’^ 

7 * 
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‘ I want to help you—I’m going to help you—be¬ 
cause I’ve got an interest in you like you were mine.’ 
Again he betrayed that strange, mirthless amuse¬ 
ment. 

' There is no place for me to go,' said NeciaJ* 
blankly, ‘ except the Mission, and I have no way of 
getting there.’ 

4 Don't you worry. I'll furnish the means, and 
you’d better go to-night ’—she flinched— 4 yes, to¬ 
night ; there’s no use prolonging your agony. I’ll 
get a boat ready and send a trusty man with you. 
The current is swift, and if he rows well you can 
m ike it by to-morrow evening. That’s only one 
night out, and I’ll put some blankets aboard so you 
car wrap up and have a sleep.' 

* I feel as if I'd never sleep again,' she sighed. 

4 Now, now, this will come out all right yet. I’d 
take you down there myself, but I’ve got to stay here# 
I've got work to do. Yes, I've sure got work of im¬ 
portance ahead of me.’ 

4 I must go back and get some clothes,' she said, 
At which he would have demurred had he not seen , 
that she could not travel in her present condition. 

‘ Very well. But don't let anybody see you.' 

4 Of course not.' , 

4 It’s getting late, and your folks will be abed. He 
looked at his watch. 4 Midnight ! Be here in an hour, 

and I’ll have the skiff ready.’ 

The light of sacrifice was in Necia’s eyes, and 
her cheeks were blanched with the pallor of a great ^ 
resolution. She did not stop to reason why or how 
she had been led to this disposal of her future but 
clutched desperately at Stark’s plan of rescue from 

her agonizing predicament. 

‘ I ll be here in an hour,' she said, simply. 

He let her out, closed the door after her, and locked 
ft • tfien, drawing a deep breath, he raised his clenched 
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hands above his head, and gave a great sigh of exulta¬ 
tion. Next he took out his six-shooter and examined 
it carefully. The shells did not suit him, so he 
filled the gun with new ones, loosened the three 
lower buttons of his vest, and slid the weapon inside 
his trousers band ; then, facing the direction of 
Gale’s trading-post, he spoke aloud. 

' I was a long time coming, Gaylord, but I’m here, 
and I’ve got you where I've wanted you these fifteen 
years—yes, and I’ve got you, too, Burrell 1 By God, 
this is my night 1 ’ 

His lithe body became panther-like in poise, hia 
bearing that of the meat-eating animal, and his face 
set in a fierce, exultant cruelty as he blew out his 
light and left the cabin. 


/ 



CHAPTER XIV t 


A MYSTERY IS UNRAVELLED 


L IEUTENANT BURRELL was considerably 
taken aback when, a quarter of an hour after 
the young lover’s ecstatic return to his quarters, 
Gale knocked at his door, for the trader's visit, 
coupled with the late hour and his sombre counten¬ 
ance, forecast new complications. 

‘ He’s here to object, DuTlTwon’t go,’ thought the 
Lieutenant, as he made his visitor welcome. 

It was the trader's first glimpse of the officers 
quarters, and he cast a roving eye over the room, as ^ 
if measuring the owner’s character by his surround- 


^ I’ve got to have a long talk wdth you, Burrell, 
be began, with an effort. ‘ It’s liable to take me an 

hour or two.' . . » 

‘ Then take this chair and be comfortable. 
Meade swung his big reading-chair out beneat 
the hanging-lamp, and, going to the sideboard 
brought back a bottle, some glasses, and a pouch of 
tobacco. Noting the old man's sigh of fatigue as he 
sat himself down heavily, he remarked, sympathetic 

^^Mr Gale, you’ve made a long trip to-day, and you 
must be tirech If this talk is to be as lengthy as you 
say, why not have a drink with me now, and postpone 

it until to-morrow ? ’ 

‘ I've been tired for eighteen years thcotl er re 
plied ; ' to-night I hope to get rested. He lapsed 
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into silence, watching his host pour out two glasses 
of liquor, till his pipe, and then stretch himself out 
contentedly, his feet resting on another chair—a 
picture of youthful strength, vitality, and determin¬ 
ation. Beneath the Lieutenant’s flannel shirt the 
long, slim muscles showed free and full, and the firm 
set of jaw and lip denoted a mind at rest and confident 
of itself. Gale found himself fora moment jealously 
regarding the youth and his enviable state of con¬ 
tentment and decision. 

' Well, let’s get at it,' the younger man finally 

said. 


I suppose you’ll want to interrupt and question 

me a heap, hut I 11 ask you to let me tell this story the 

way it comes to me, till I get it out, then we can go 

back and take up the queer stuff. It runs back 

eighteen or twenty years, and, being as it’s part of 

a hidden life, it isn’t easy to tell. You’ll be the first 

one to hear it, and I reckon you’re enough like 

other men to disbelieve—you’re not old enough 

and you haven't knocked around enough to learn 

that nothing is impossible, that nothing is strange 

enough to be unreasonable. Likewise, vou’ll want 

to know what all this has to do with Nec'ja—yes, she 

told me about you and her, and that’s why I’m here ' 

He paused. ‘ You really think you love her. do 
you , 


Burre" removed his pipe and gazed at its coal 
impersonally. 

‘ 1 l ° Ve i ler 30 weU ’ Mr - Ga >e. that nothing you can 

ne her to h C ' m6 ' hesita,cd at fir3t 

ing her to be my wife, because—you’ll appreciate th* 

unusual well, her unusua- history Tcu ^e I 
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seem preposterous and absurd to you. But a heap of 
conceits like that have been bred into me from gen¬ 
erations back ; they run in the blood of every old 
family in my country, and so, I’m ashamed to say, I 
hesitated and tried to reason myself into giving her 
up, but I’ve had my eyes opened, and I see how little 
those things amount to, after all. I’m going to 
marry Necia, Mr. Gale. I'd like to do it the day after 
to-morrow, Sunday, but she isn't of age yet, and if 
you object, we’ll have to wait until November, when 
she turns eighteen. We’d both like your consent, of 
course ; I'd be sorry to marry her without it; but 
if you refuse, we’ll be forced to displease you.’ He 
looked up and met the father's gaze steadily. * Now, 

I ll be glad to listen as long as you care to talk, but I 
don't think it will do any good.' 

The other man’s lips framed a faint smile. 

* We’ll see. I wish to God I’d had your decision * 
when I was your age, this story would be different, 
and easier to tell.’ He waited a moment, then 
settled to his self-appointed task. ‘ I was mining at 
the time up in the Mother Lode country of California, 
which was the frontier then, pretty much as this is 
now, only we had better things to eat. I came from 
the East, or my people did, but I was ranch-raised, 
and loved the hills and woods and places where you 
don’t talk much, so I went to prospecting because it 
took rne out where the sun was bright and I could 
see the wild things at play. I was one of the first 
men into a camp named Chandon— helped to build v 
it, in fact, and got hold of some ground that looked 
real good. It was hard mining, however, and, being 
poor, I was still gripping my drill and hammer after 

the town had grown up. 

‘ A woman came out from the East— Vermont, it 

was—and school-teaching was her line of business, 
only she hadn’t been raised to it, and this was her 


A MYSTERY IS UNRAVELLED 


207 


first clatter at the game ; but things had broke bad 
for her people, and ended in her pulling stakes an-d 
coming West all alone. Her folks died and left her 
up against it, I gathered from what she told me—sort 
f}i an old story, I guess, and usual too, only for her. 
She was plumb unusual.' 

He seemed to ponder this a moment, and then 
resumed : 


It don't make any difference to you how I first 
*a'v her, and how I began to forget that anything 
else in the world was worth having but her. I’d 
lived in the woods all my life, as I said, and knew 
more about birds and bugs and bees than I did about 
women ; I hadn't been broke proper, and didn't 
know how to act with them ; but I laid out to get this 
gill, and I did fairly well. There’s something wild 

vi ev f r ^ womaj i that needs to be tamed, and it isn't 
■*? e the wildness that runs in wood critters ; you can 
win that over by gentleness, but you have to take it 
away from a woman. Every live thing that couldn’t 
talk was my friend ; but I made the mistake of court¬ 
ing my own kind the same way, not knowing that 
when two of any species mate the male must rule I 
was too gentle. Even so. I reckon I’d have won out 
only for another man. Dan Bennett was his name- 

that dumb an,ma,s hate - and—we!), that 
bl ? ,™ easure - His range adjoined mine, and 

n>en-th d ne T S , een him ' 1 heard stories now and 
then the sort of tales you can’t tell to a good woman 

sS I^h hi 1 u^ ° f his mentions to this 
girl. Still I thought shed surely find him out and 

cognize the kind of fellow he was ; but I ord f a 
woman can't tell a man from a dog. and thare watr■? 

who otn. h ° 0 f r? 
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‘ This Bennett came from the town below, where 
he ran a saloon and a brace game or two; but 
being as he rode into our camp and out again in the 
night, and as I didn't drink nor listen to the music 
of the little rolling ball, why, we never met, even afte^, 
he began coming to Chandon. Understand, I wasn't 
too good for those amusements ; I just didn't happen 
to hanker after them, for I was living with the image 
of the little school-ma'am in my mind, and that 
destroyed what bad habits I’d formed. 

' It was along in the early spring that she began 
to see l had notions about her, but my damned back¬ 
wardness wouldn't let me speak, and, in addition, I 
was getting closer to ore every shot at the mine, and 
was holding off until I could lay both myself 
and my gold-mine at her feet, and ask her to take the 
two of us, so if one didn’t pan out the other might. 
But it seemed like I'd never get into pay. ThSr 
closer I got the harder I worked, and, of course, the 
less I saw of her, likewise the oftener Bennett came. 

I reckon no man ever worked like I did—two shifts a 
day, eighteen hours, with six to sleep. The skin came 
off my hands, and I staggered when I came out into 
the daylight, for the rock was hard, and I had no 
money to hire a helper; but I was young and strong, 
and the hope of her was like drink and food and sleep 
to me. At last I struck it, and still I waited aulnle 
longer till I could be sure. Then I went down to my 
little shack and put on my other clothes. I remem¬ 
ber I'd gone so thin that they hung loose, and my 
palms were so raw I had hard work handling the but¬ 
tons, and got my shirt all bloody, for I'd been in the 
drift forty hours, without sleep and breathing powder 
smoke, till my knees buckled and wabbled under me. 
To this day the smell of stale powder smoke make* 
a woman of me ; but that morning I sang, 0T ' v * 
going for my bride, and the world was brighter 
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it has ever been for eighteen years. The little school- 
house was closed, at which I remembered that the 
term was over. I'd been living underground tor 
weeks and lost track of the days, so that 1 had to 
count them up on my fingers. It took me a long 
time, for I was pretty tired in my head ; but when 
I’d figured it out 1 went on to where she was boarding. 

‘ The woman of the place came to the door, a 
Scotchwoman. She had a mole on her chin, 1 re¬ 
member, a brownish-black mole with three hairs in it. 
She wore an apron, too, that was kind of checkered, 
and three buttons were open at the neck of her dress. 
I recall a lot more of little things about her, though 
the rest of what happened is rather dreamy. 

‘ I asked for Merridy, and she told me she’d gont 
away—gone with Bennett, the night before, while 1 
was coughing blood from the powder smoke ; that 
they were married in the front room, and that the 
bride looked beautiful. She had cried a bit on leav¬ 
ing Chandon, and—and—that was about all. I 
counted the buttons on the Scotch-woman’s waist 
eight or ten times, and by-and-by she asked if I was 
sick. But I wasn’t. She was a kind-hearted woman, 
and I’d been to her house a good deal, so she asked 
me to come in and rest. I wasn’t tired, so I went 
away, and climbed back up to the little shack and the 
mine that I hated now.’ 

The trader paused, and, reaching for the bottle, 
poured himself out a glass of brandy, which he spilled 
into his throat raw, then continued 

I turned into a kind of hermit after that, and 
I wasn’t good to associate with. Men got so they 
shunned me. and I knew they told strange stories, be¬ 
cause I heard them whisper when I went to the stores 
for grub once a month. I changed all over, till even 
my squirrels and partridges and other friends quit me * 
once in awhile I got out a ton or two of rock and sold 
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it, but I never worked the mine or opened if up—I 
couldn’t bear to go inside the lift. 1 tried it time 
2 nd again, but the smeli of its darkness drove me out; 
•every foot of its ragged walls had left its mark on me, 
and my heart was tom and gouged and shivered ^ 
worse than its seams and ledges. I could have sold it, 
but there was no place for me to go, and what did I 
want with money ? I was shy of the world, 
like a crippled child that dreads the daylight, and I 
shrank from going out where people might see my 
scars; so I stayed there by myself nursing the hurt 
that never got any better. You see, I'd been raised 
among the hills and rocks, and I was like them in a 
way ; I couldn’t grow and alter and heal up. 

‘ From time to time I heard of her, but the news, in¬ 
stead of gladdening me, as it would have gladdened 
some men, v\?fuTTg out what bits of suffering were left 
in me, and I fairly ached for her. Nobody comes M 
to see clearer than a woman deceived, so it didn't 
take her long to 6nd out the kind of man Bennett was. 

He wasn’t like her at all, and the reason he had court¬ 
ed her so hotly was just that he had had everything 
that rightly belongs to a man like him, and had sick¬ 
ened of it, so he wanted her because she was cleaa 
and pure and different ; and realizing that he couldn't 
her anv other way, he had married her. But she 
was a treasure no bad man could appreciate, and 
30 he tired quickly, even before the little one came. 

‘ When I heard that she had borne him a daughter 
I wrote her a letter, which took me a month to com- 
pose and which I tore up. One day a story came to * 
me that made me saddle my horse to ride down and 
kill him—and, mind you, I was a man who made pets 
of little wild, trusting things. But I knew she would 
surely send for me when her pain became too great, 
oo I uncinched my gear and hung it up, and waited 
and waited and waited. Three long, endless years 
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waited, almost within sound of her voice, v/itiaont a 
word from her, without a glimpse of her, and ev^.*y 
hour of that time went by as slowly as if I had held 
my breath. Then she called to me, and I went. 

P ' I teli you, I was thankful that day for tue fortune 
that had made me take good care of my horstor I 
rode like Oeatho n a wirwj-storm. It grew moonlight 
ksTrT*acrd^5wnthe valleyT ancTthe foam from die 
animal’s muzzle lodged on my clothes, and made rnc 
laugh and swear that the morning sun would show 
Dan Bennett’s blood in its place. I lode through the 
6treets of Mesa, where they lived, and past the lights 
of his big saloon, where I heard the sound of devil’s 
revelry and a shrill-voiced woman singing —-9 
woman the like of which he had tried to make my 
Merridy. I never skulked or sneaked in those days 
and no man ever made me take back roads, so I came 
to his house from the front and tied my horse to 
his gate-post. She heard me on the steps and opened 
the door. 

‘ “ You sent for me," said I. “ Where is he ? " * 
But he had gone away to a neighbouring camp, and 
wouldn't be back until morning, at which I felt the 
way a thief must feel, for I’d hoped to meet him in his 
own house, and I wasn’t the kind to go calling when 
the husband was out. I couldn’t think very clearly, 
however, because of the change in her. She was 
so thin and worn and sad, sadder than any woman 
I d ever seen, and she wasn’t the girl I'd known three 
j years before. I guess I’d changed a heap myself * 
anyhow, that was the first thing she spoke about, and 
the tears came into her eyes as she breathed : 

' ‘‘ Poor b °V ! P° or b °y 1 You took it very hard, 
didn t you ? 

take ? Y ’’ U ^ f ° r me '” Said L “ NVllich road he 

‘“There’s nothing you can do to him," she an- 
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swered back. " I sent for you to make sure that you 
still love me.” 

" Did you ever doubt it," said I, at which she began 
to cry, sobbing like a woman who has worn out all 
emotion. f 

* “ Can you feel the same after what I’ve made 
you suffer ? " she said, and I reckon she must have 
read the answer in my eyes ; for I never was much 
good at talking, and the sight of her, so changed, had 
taken the speech out of me, leaving nothing but aches 
and pains and ashes in its place. When she saw what 
she wished to know, she told me the story, the whole 
miserable story, that I’d heard enough of to suspect. 
Why she’d married the other man she couldn’t ex¬ 
plain herself, except that it was a woman’s whim— 

I had stayed away and he had come the oftener—part 
pique and part the man’s dare-devil fascination,^ I 
reckon ; but a month had shown her how she real!)* 
stood, and had shown him, too. Likewise, she saw 
the sort of man he was and the kind of life he lived. 
At last he got rough and cruel to her, trying every way 
to break her spirit ; and even the baby didn’t stop 
him—it made him worse, if anything—till he sw-ore 
he’d make them both the kind he was, for her good¬ 
ness seemed to rile and goad him ; and, having lived 
with the kind of woman you have to beat, he tried it 
on her. Then she knew her fight was hopeless, and 


she sent for me. 

* “ He’s a fiend,” she told me. I ve stood all l ean 
He’ll make a bad woman of me as sure as he wiU of 
the little one, if I stay on here, so I have decided to 

go and take her with me.” 

‘ “ Where ?” said I. , 

‘ “ Wherever you say," she answered ; and yet I did 

not understand, not till I saw the look in her eyes. 

Then, as it dawmed on me, she broke down, for it was 

a terrible: thing for a good woman to offer. 
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It’s all for the little girl I ” she cried. “ More 
than her life depends upon it. We must get her away 
from him.” 

' She saw it was her only course, and went where 
’fcer heart was calling.’ 

The Lieutenant met the look of appeal in the tra¬ 
der's eyes, and nodded to imply his complete under¬ 
standing and approval. 

' We love some women for their goodness, others 
we love for their frailness, but there never was one 
who combined the two like her, and, now that I knew 


she loved me, I began to believe again there was a God 
somewhere. I'dneverseen the youngster, so she led 
me in where it was sleeping, and I remember my boots 
made such a devil of a thumping on the floor that she 
laid her slim white finger on her lips and smiled at 
me. All the fingers in the world began to choke at my 
1 nr oat, and all the blood in me commenced to pound 
at my heart, when I looked on that little sleeping kid¬ 
die. The tears began to roll out of my eyes, and, be¬ 
cause they had been dry for four years, they scaided 
like melted metal. That was the only time I ever 
wept—the sight of her baby did it. 

‘ " 1 love her already.” I whispered, “ and I’ll spend 
my life making her happy and making a lady of her," 
which clinched what wavering doubt the mother had 
and she began to plan quickly, the fear coming on her 
of a sudden that our scheme might fail. I was for 
ruling away with both of them that night, back 

i Sh° Ug L n e Str i ee ,j S ? f Mesa and U P into the hills 

o^Cnrl 1 d H aVC i h u W ‘ sln 8 lc -handed against man 

or bod or devil, but she wouldn’t hear of it 

’ " We must go away,” she said, ” a long way from 
here, where the world won’t find us and the little one 
can grow to womanhood without knowing She 
must never leant who her father was or what W 
mother <hd. We will start all over. youVnd l «^d 
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ihb babv, and forget. Do you love me well enough 
to do b ? ’* 

I utte.t 1 a cry and took her in my arms, the arms 
thar h^r" ached for her all these years. Then I kissed 
her fc: tht first time.’ ^ 

The old man tried to light his pipe, which had gone 
our. b.i*- hi- fingers shook so that he dropped the 
mvtch whereupon, without speaking, Burrell struck 
another and held it for him. The trader drew a 
no is} puli or two in silence and shot his host a grateful 
glance 

' Her pian was for me to take the youngster away 
that night, and for her to join us later, because pur¬ 
suit was certain, and three could be traced where one 
might disappear ; she would follow when the oppor¬ 
tunity offered. I saw that he had instilled a terror 
into her, and that she feared him like death ; but, as 
1 thought it over, her scheme seemed feasible, so 7 
agreed. I was to ride west that hour with the sleep¬ 
ing babe, and conceal myself at a place we selected, 
while she would say that the little one had wandered 
away and been lost in the canon, or anything else to 
throw Bennett off. After a time she would join us. 
Well— the little girl never waked when I took her in 
my arms, nor when the mother broke down again and 
tallced to me like a crazy woman. Her collapse show¬ 
ed the terrible strain she had been living under, and 
the ragged edge where her reason stood. She had been 
brave enough to plan coolly till the hour for giving 
up her baby, but when that came she was seized with v 
a thousand dreads, and made me swear by my love 
for her, which was and is the holiest thing in all my 
life that if anything happened I would live for the 
other Merridy. I begged her again to come with me, 
but her fears held her back. She vowed, however 
that Bennett should never touch her again, andi 
made her swear by her love for the babe that she 
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would die before he ever laid hands on her. If 
woke a savage joy in me to think I had bested him, 
after all. 

' I never thought of what I was giving up, of the 
P clean name I was soiling, of the mine back there that 
meant a fortune any time I cared to take it, for things 
like that don’t count when a man’s blood is hot, so I 
rode away in the yellow moonlight with a sleeping 
baby on my breast, where no child or woman had ever 
lain except for that minute before I left. She stood 
out from beneath the porch shadow and smiled her 
good-bye—the last I ever saw of her. 

I travelled hard that night and swapped horse* 
at daylight ; then, leaving the wild country behind I 
came into a region I didn’t know, and found a Mexican 
woman who tended the child for me, for I was close 
by the place where Merridy was to come. Even.' 
mght I went into the village in hopes that some word 
had arrived, and I waited patiently for a week. Then 
1 -go.t the blow. I heard it from the loafers around the 
little Post-office first, but it dazed me so I wouldn’t 
beheve it till I borrowed the paper and read the whole 
•toiy, with the type dancing and leaping before me 
It took some hours for it to seep in. even after that. 

‘ ff tbLT 1 I , ecaJI j d , eve ry "ord of the damned he 
as f it had been branded on me with hot irons. They 

ciifornia a h S H OCkln i Cnme ' 1110 m ° St bn ' ,aJ m,,rd< w 

California had ever known, and in tlie head-lines was 
K k y ° a ™ c ,n that struck me between the eyes 

L mer - Mrs - Dan Bc 'i"ett had been foidk- 
r J y Tr: ’y me ’ tf a fit of sudden jealousy and I 
had disappeared with the baby I The husband had 

returned unexpectedly to find her dying so he said 

bu too far gone to call for help, and With bamfv 
Thenthe n-T"®* 11 *° him who d ' d i( “ d how* 

i uen the paper went on with the w, 

her. anil her turning me down for Bennett “Wold 
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hem I had gone off alone up into the hills, turning 
taio a be-or that nobody, man or child,could approach. 

It s?.id I had brooded there all this time till the mania 
got uppermost, and so came down to wreak my ven- . 
gea&ce. They never even did me the credit of calling ^ 
me cra«ry ; I war a fiend incarnate, a beast without 
soul, and a lot of things like that; and, remember, I 
had never harmed a living thing in all my life. How¬ 
ever, that wasn’t what hurt. What turned me into a 
dull, dead, suffering thing was the knowledge that she 
was gone. For hours I couldn’t get be} ond that fact. 
Then came the realization that Bennett had done it, 
for I reasoned that he had dragged a hint of the truth 
from her by very force of the fear he held her in— 
and slain her. God 1—the awful rage that came over 
me 1 But there was nothing to do ; I had sworn to 
guard the little one, so I couldn’t take vengeance on 
him. I couldn’t go back and prove my innocence, -r 
for that would give the child to him. What a night 
I spent ! The next day I saw I had been indicted by 
the grand jury and was a wanted man. From a dis¬ 
tance I watched myself become an outlaw ; watched 
the county put a price upon my head, which Bennett 
doubled ; watched public opinion rise to such a heat 
that posses began to scour the.mountains. What I 
noted in particular was a statement in the paper that 
* The sorrowing husband takes his bereavement with 
the quiet courage which marks a brave man ! That 
roused me more than the knowledge that he had made 
me a wolf and set my friends on my track, which v 
I hadn’t covered very well, having ridden boldly. 

It happened that the Mexican woman couldn’t read 
and talked little : still. 1 knew they'd find me soon- 
it couldn’t be otherwise—so I made another run for it, 
swearing an oath, however, before I left that I come 
back and have that gambler’s heart. 

‘ It was lucky I went, for they uncovered my sign 
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the next day, and the country where I'd hidden 
blazed like a field of dry grass. They were ch-se on 
my heels, and they closed 111 from every quarter, but, 
pshaw ! I knew the woods like an Indian, and the 
wild things were my friends again, which would have 
made it play if I'd been alone, but a girl child of three 
was harder to manage. So 1 cowered and skulked 
day after day like a thief or the murderer they thought 
me. working always farther into the hidden places, 
travelling by night with the little one asleep on my 
bosom, by day playing with her in some leafy glen, 
with my pursuers so close behind that for weeks 1 
never slept ; and my love for the child increased 
daily till it became almost an insanity. 

‘ She was the only woman thing I had ever possessed 
and it seemed like my love for the mother came back 
and settled on her. And she loved me, too, and 
trusted me. Every little smile, every clasp of her 
tmy, dimpled fingers showed it, and tied her to me 
with another knot till the fear of losing her became 
greater than I could bear, till it kept the chill of death 
in my bones and filled my veins with glacier water 
1 became an animal, a cowardly, quailing coyote, ali 
through the love of a child. 


* VVe llad squeezes many times, but I finally 
won. in spite of thefaSTthat they tracked us clear to 
the edge of the desert, for I had hit for the state line 
knowing that Nevada was a wilderness, and feeling 
that I d surely lose them there. And I did. But in 

travel ^ Y ° U SGe ’ the constant 

travel and hardship was too much for a prattling 

the S I d eU K 1Ck fr ° m the heat and < h e P dust and 
the thirst I d been going and going till I was a 

riding skeleton, till my arms were crooked and dead 

from holding her. but this new thing frightened me 

like those men and dogs had never done. Here was 

a thing I couldn't hide from nor outride, ,0 I do U l33 
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back and came boldly into the watered country again, 
expecting they would take me, of course, for a run¬ 
away man with a babe in his arms isn’t hard to 
identify, but 1 didn't care. I was bound for the near¬ 
est ranch or mining camp where a woman could be 
found ; but, as luck would have it, I went through 
without trying. 1 had gone farther from men and 
things, however, than I thought, and this return 
pursuit was a million times worse than the other, for 
I couldn’t go fast enough to shake Death, who ran 
with his hand on my cantle or rode on my horse’s 
rump. It was then I found Alluna. She was with a 
hunting-party of Pah-Utes, who knew nothing of me 
nor of the white man’s affairs, and cared less ; and 
when I saw the little squaw I rode my horse up be¬ 
side her, laid the sick child in her arms, then tumbled 
out of the saddle. They had a harder job to pull 
me through than they did to save Merridy, for I'd 
given the baby all the water and hadn’t slept or rested 
for many years, so it seemed. 

‘ The little one was playing around several days be¬ 
fore I go! back my reason. Meanwhile the party had 
moved North, taking us with them, and, as it hap¬ 
pened, just missing a posse who were returning from 
the desert. 

* When I was able to get about I told Alluna that 
T must be going, but as I told her I watched her face 
and saw the sign I wanted—the white girl had clutched 
at her like she had at me, and she couldn’t give her 
up, so I made a dicker with her old man. It took all 
the money I had to buy that squaw, but I knew the 
kiddie must have a woman’s care ; and the three of 
us started out soon after, alone, and broke, and 
aimless—and we’ve been going ever since. 

* That’s the hear t of the story , Lieutenant, and 
that’s how I stSTTeTto drift.' Since then we three 
have never rested. I left them ence in Idaho and 


V 
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went back to Mesa, riding all the way, mostly by 
night, but Bennett was gone. I le’d run down mighty 
fast after Merridy died, so I heard, growing sullen and 
uglier day by day—and I reckon I was the only one 
Jwho knew why—till he had a killing in his place. It 
was unprovoked, and instead of stopping to face 
it out the yellow in him rose to the surface and he left 
before sunup, as I had left, making a clean getaway, 
too, for there was no such hullabaloo raised about 
killing a man as there was about—the other. So my 
trip was all for nothing. 

4 1 was used to disappointment by now, so I took 

it quiet and went back to Albina and the little one, 

knowing that some day we two men would meet. You 

see, 1 figured that God had framed a cold hand for me. 

but He would surely give me a pair before the game 

closed. Of course, never having seen Bennett, I was 

handicapped, and, added to that, he changed his 

name, so the search was mighty slow- and blind but I 

knew the day would come. And it would have come 
only for—this. 


1 here isn’t much more to tell. I did what most 
men would have done, I reckon, because I w-as iust 
average in every way. I took Ailuna. and together 
we drifted North, along the frontier, until we landed 
here. Every year the little girl got more beautiful 
and more like her mother, and every year we two 
loved her more. We changed her name, of course, for 

th Vay *l had th ^ dread ° f the Iaw back of and 
4 then the other two kiddies came along ; but we were 

mg pretty easy, the woman contented and me 

7eU in\oZ Tb*?’ tU1 l° U SlCppcd in and Nwia 

tell in love. 1 hat s another thing I never counted 

1H It . se ® n J s Ilke IVe always overlooked the plain¬ 
est kind of facts. I’ve held off telling you the last 
ew weeks hoping you two wouldn’t make it ne^ 
sary. for I reckon I m sort of n coward ; bu“ 
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informed me to-night that she couldn't marry you, 
being what she thinks she is, and knowing the blood 
she has in her I knew she wouldn’t. I figured it 
wouldn’t be right to either of you to let you go it, 
blind, and so I came in to tell you this whole thing 1 * 
and to give myself up.' 

Gale stopped, then poured himself another 
drink. 

‘ To give yourself up ? ' echoed Burrell, vaguely. 

* How do you mean ? ' He had sat like one in a 
trance during the long recital, only his eyes 


alive. 

‘ I’m under indictment for murder,' said the trader. 
' I have been for fifteen years, and there's no chance 
in the world for me to prove my innocence.’ 

• Have you told Necia ? ' the young man in¬ 


quired. j 

• No, you’ll have to do that—I never could—she 

might—-disbelieve. What's more, you musn't tell 

her yet. Wait till I give the word. It won’t be long, 

perhaps a day. I want to go free a little while yet, 

for I’ve got some work to do.' 

Burrell rose to his feet and stamped the cramps from 
his muscles. He was deeply agitated and his mind 
was groping darkly for light to lay hold of this new 

thine that confronted him. 

■ Why, yes, ves—of course— don’t come until you re 
ready he muttered, mechanically, as ,f unaware d 
the meaning of his words, ’ To be sure, I m a police¬ 
man, am I not ? I had forgotten I was a jailer. a v 
—and all tbahi—Hfi-eaid it sneennglyt and with a 
measure of contempt for his office ; then he turned 
suddenly to the trader, and his voice was rich and 

“"Tot'S. .a-*"- 

Lt SSmuw wL'. i. *rt—w* 
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and now when she has come into womanhood you 
give up your blood for her. By God ! You are a 
man ! I want your hand ! ' 

In spite of himself he could not restrain the mois¬ 
ture that dimmed his eyes as he gripped the toil-worn 
palm of this great, gray hulk of a man, so aged and 
bent beneath the burden cvf his life-long, fadeless 
love, who, in turn, was powerfully affected by the 
young man's impulsive outburst of feeling and his 
unexpected words of praise. The old man looked 
up a trifle shyly. 

4 Then you don't doubt no part of it ? ’ 

‘ Certainly not.’ 

4 Somehow, I always figured nobody would believe 
me if ever I told the whole thing.' 

The soldier gazed unseeingly into the flame of his 
lamp, and said: 

Y ‘ I wonder if my love for the daughter is as great 
and as holy as your love for the mother. I wonder 
if I could give what you have given, if I had nothing 
but a memory to live with me.’ Then he inquired 
irrelevantly ; * But what about Bennett, Mr. Gale ? 

Y ou say you never found him ? ’ 

, JP! e trader answered, after a moment’s hesitation. 
He s still at large.’ At which his companion ex¬ 
claimed ' I’d love to meet him in your 
stead ! J 


Gale seemed seized with a desire to speak but even 
while he hesitated, out of the silent night there ’came 
/he sound of quick footsteps approaching briskly 
as if the owner were in haste and knew whither he 
was bound. Up the steps they came lightly ; then 
the room and the whole silence round about rang 

thi^ m. h n° ed W l2 l a P^P^y signal. Evidently 
this man rapped on the board door to awaken and 

alarm, for instead of his knuckles he used some hard 
and heavy thing like a gun-butt. 
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‘ Lieutenant Burrell 1 Lieutenant Burrell 1 ’ • 
gruff voice cried. 

' Who's there ? * called the young man. 

‘ Let me in I Quick ! I’ve got work for you to do. 
Open up, I say 1 This is Ben Stark I' * 



V 
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CHAPTER XV 


AND A KNOT TIGHTENED 


A DAY of shattere d hoggs is a desolate thing, but 
0 thelugUl of such a day is desolate indeed— In 
all his liftfPoleon Doret had never sunk to such depths 
of despondency, for his optimistic philosophy and 
his bTToyanl faith in the goodness of life forbade it. 
Therefore, when darkness came it blotted out what 
little brightness and light and hope were left to him 
after Necia's stormy interview with the Lieutenant. 
* The arrival of the freight steamer afforded him some* 
- distraction, but there was only a small ^consignment 
for the store, and that was quickly disposed of ; so, 
leaving the other citizens of Flambeau to wrangle 
over their private merchandise, he went back to his 
solitary vigil, which finally became so unbearable 
that he sought to escape his thoughts, or at least to 
drown them for a while, amid the lights and life and 
laughter of Stark’s saloon. Being but a child by 
nature, his means of dis traction , were primal and 
elementary and he began to gamble, as usual with 

? rdS had 6Ver been unkind to hi '»- 
He d d not think of winnings or losings, however—lie 

' m^ C rLT Ve T J the occu P ati °n ; and it was this that 

^hh hlt ? t0 at a S ame in which Runnion play- 
ed although ordinarily he would not have tolerated 

even tacitly such a truce to his dislikes. As it was 

he crouched in a comer, his hat pulled down over 

his brow his swarthy face a darker hue beneath the 

shadow, losing steadily, only now and then showing 
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a flash of white teeth as he saw his money go. What 
mattered loss to him ? He had no more need of 
money now than Necia had of his love. He would 
spend the dollars he had eked and scraped and saved 
for her as she had spent the treasures of his heart, 
and now that the one had brought him no return 
he wished to be nd of the other, for he was shortly to 
go again in search of his ‘ New Country,' where no 
man needs gold half so much as a clean heart. It 
would be a long journey, far to the \\ est and North 
—a journey that none of his kind had even fared 
back from, and he wished to go light, as all good 


adventurers go. 

Runnion annoyed him with his volubility, for the 
news of his good-fortune had fired the man 
with a reckless disregard for money, and be turned 
to gaming as the one natural recourse of his ilk. 

A? the irony of fate would have it, he won what • 
the Canadian lost, together with the stakes ot 
various others who played for a time with him and 
then gave up, wagging their heads or swearing softly 

at the cards. . . . 

It was shortly after midnight that Stark came into 

the place. Poleon was not too absorbed in Ins own 

fortunes to fail to notice the extraordinary ferocity 

and exhilaration of the saloon-keeper nor that his 

face was keener, his nostrils thinner his walk more 

nervous, and his voice more cutting than usual when 

he spoke to Runnion. 

■ nnbe with you when 1 finish this hand,’ said the V 
^CoJkJr trapped his command, and 

R ^:"iS: d r ^ 

Y But the^otlieTonlyfrownedimpatiently.and,draw- 
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ing the reluctant gambler aside, began to talk rapidly 
to him, almost within ear-shot of Poleon, who 
watched them, idly wondering what Stark had to 
say that could make Runnion start and act so queerly. 
Well, it was their affair. They made a bad pair ' 0 
draw to. He knew that Kunnion was the saloon¬ 
keeper’s lieutenant and obeyed implicitly his senior's 
commands. He could distinguish nothing they sa . 1 , 
nor was he at all curious until a knot of ncisy *f ,<ti 
crowded up to the bar, and, forcing the two ta^k 
nearer to the table where he sat, his sharp ears 
caught these words from Runnion’s lips 

' Not with me ! She’d never go with -n.e ' And 
Stark’s reply : 

‘ She’ll go where I send her, and with anybody I 
tell her to.’ 

The Frenchman lost what followed, for a *tiw\y 
$ealt hand required study. He scanned his cards, 
and tossed them face up before the dealer ; then 
he overheard Runnion say : 

* It’s the only one in camp. He might sell t f 
you offered him enough.’ At this Stark called one 
of the men at the bar aside, and the three began to 
dicker. 

Not a cent less,’ the third man announced, loudly. 
4 There ain’t another Peterborough in town.’ 

It was Poleon’s deal now, and when he had finished 
both Stark and Runnion had disappeared, also the 
man they had accosted, which pleased the Canadian, 
for now that Runnion was eliminated from the game 
4 m ight win a little. A 6 teady, unvarying run of 
bad hands is uninteresting, and does not occupy 
one s mind as well as an occasional change of luck. 

Outside Runnion was saying again to Stark : 

' She won’t go with me, Ben ; she don’t like me. 
You see, I made love to her, and she got mad and 
wanted me killed ’ 

S 
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‘ S 1 ' 0 ’ 11 never know who you are until it’s too late 
to turn back, said the other, ' and you are the only 
man I can trust to take her through. I can trust 
you—you owe me too much to be crooked.' 

‘Oh, I'll act square with you! But look heim 
what’s all this about, anyhow ? Why do you wanf 
that girl ? You said you didn't care for her that 
way ; you told me so yourself. Been having a change 
of heart, or is it your second childhood ? ' He 
laughed disagreeably. 

‘ It’s none of your business,' said the gambler. 

‘ I want her, and that’s enough. All you have to do 
is to take her to St. Michael’s and keep her there till 
you hear from me. She thinks she is going to the 
Mission, and you needn’t tell her otherwise until you 
get her aboard a steamer ; then take her, no matter 
what kind of a fight she puts up. You've got a 
light rowing skiff, and you'd better keep going tilV 
you’re overtaken by a down-river boat. I want her 
as far away from here as possible. There's going 
to be some hell in this camp. Now, hike, and get 
yourself ready.' 

4 All right ! But I ain’t the safest kind of a chap¬ 
eron for a good-looking girl.' 

Stark laid a cold hand on Runnion’s shoulder, 
close up to his neck. 

4 Get that out of your mind. She belongs to 
me.’ 

4 You said just now-' 

‘ Never mind what I said. She's mine, and you’ve 
got to promise to be straight with her. I’ve trusted v - 
you before, and if you’re not on the level now, say so. 

It will save you a lot of trouble.' 

‘ Oh I All right ! ’ exclaimed Runnion, testily. 

' Only it looks mighty queer.' 

He melted into the darkness and Stark returned to 
his cabin, where he paced back and forth impatiently, 
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smiling evilly now and then, consulting his watch at 
frequent intervals. A black look had begun to set¬ 
tle on his face, but it vanished when Necia came, and 
he met her with a srnile. 

P ' I was afraid you had weakened,’ he said. ‘ Every¬ 
thing is ready and waiting. I’ve got the only 
canoe in the place, a Peterborough, and hired a good 
oarsman to put you through, instructing him to make 
as fast time as he can, and to board the first steamer 
that overtakes you. loo bad this freighter that 
just got in isn’t going the other way. However, 
there’s liable to be another any hour, and if one 
doesn't come along you’ll find enough blankets and 
food in the skiff, so you needn’t go ashore. You'll 
be there before you know it.’ 

‘ You a re very kind,’ said the girl. ' I can’t thank 
you enough.' She was clothed in her simple every¬ 
day dress, and looked again the sun-coloured half- 
breed girl with the wide, dark eyes and the twin 
braids of crow-black hair. 


You didn't run into anybody, eh ? ' 

She shook her head. Then he led her out into the 

darkness, and they stumbled down to the river’s 

bank, descending to the gravelly water's edge, where 

rows of clumsy hand-sawed boats and poling-skiffs 

were chafing at their painters. The up-nver steamer 
was just clearing. 

Stark s low whistle was answered a hundred yards 

below and they searched out a darker blot that 
proved to be a man’s figure. 

-*\ S ever n h *"g ^ ady ? ’ he ^q^ed, at which the 
shadow granted unintelligibly. So, holding Necia by 

stern hel P* d to a seat in the 

can ^rastTm^t.gh y t° U thr ° Ugh '' ^ ‘ 

The oarsman clambered in and adjusted his sweeps 


228 


THE BARRIER 


then Stark laid a hand on the prow and shoved tho 
light boat out into the current, calling softly : 

‘ Good-bye, and good-luck.’ 

‘ Good-bye, Mr. Stark. Thank you ever so much,’ 
the girl replied, too numb and worn to say much, ^ 
or to notice or care whither she was bound or who 
was her boatman. She had been swept along too 
swiftlv to reason or fear for herself any more. 

Half an hour later the scattered lights of the little 
camp winked and twinkled for the last time. Turn¬ 
ing, she set her face forward, and, adjusting the 
cushions to her comfort, strained her tired eyes 
towards the rising and falling shadow of her boat¬ 
man. She seemed borne along on a mystic river of 
gloom that hissed and gurgled about her, invisible 
but all-pervading, irresistible, monstrous, only the 
ceaseless, monotonous creak of the rowlocks breaking ^ 
the silence. 


Stark did not return to his cabin, but went back 
instead to his saloon, where he saw Poleon Doret 
still sprawling with elbows on the table, his hat pulled 
low above his sullen face. The owner of the place 
passed behind the bar and poured himself a full glass 
of whiskey, which he tossed off. then, without a 
look to right or left, went out and down towards 
the barracks. A light behind the drawn curta.ns 
of the officer's house told that his man was not abed, 
but he waited a long moment after h.s summons 
before the door was opened, during which he heard 
the occupant moving about and another door c ose 
in the rear. When he was allowed entrance at last 
he found the young man alone in a smoke-tilled 
room with a bottle and two empty glasses on the 

ta For at the sound of his voice Gale had whispered 
to Burrell, ‘ Keep him out 1 ’ and the Lieutenant 
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had decided to refuse his late visitor admittance when 
he lighted on the expedient of concealing the trader 
in the bedroom at the rear. It was only natural he 
reasoned, that Gale should dislike to face a man like 
• Stark before he had regained his composure. 

‘ Go in there and wait till I see what he wants/ 
he had said, and, shutting the old man in, he had 
gone forth to adroit Stark, resenting his ill-timed 
intrusion and inquiring brusquely the cause of it. 

Before answering. Stark entered and closed the 
door behind him. 

] I’ve got some work for you, Lieutenant/ 

] 1 guess it can wait till morning,' said Meade. 

* No, it can't ; it’s got to be done to-night, right 
now! You represent the law', or at least you’ve 
taken every occasion to so declare yourself, and to 

% mix in with little things that don’t cut much figure ; 
so now I’ve come to you with something big. It's 
a serious affair, and being as I’m a peaceful man I 
want to go by the law.’ His eyes mocked the 
words he uttered. ' You're mighty prompt and 
determined when it comes to regulating such affairs 
You seem to carry the weight of this whole com¬ 
munity on your shoulders, so I'm here to give you 
some information.’ 

Burrell ignored the taunt, and said, quietly : ‘It’s 
point ' atG ^ P ° lite conversa tion. Come to the 

‘ I've got a criminal for vou ' 

I • What kind ? ’ y 

‘ Murderer.' 

• v° U r e had a kiUin S in your place, eh ? * 

bv accid'em USt t made a discover y- 1 found it all out 
y adent too—pure accident. By Heaven! 

teUme there isn>t a beneficent^Providence 

overlooking our affairs. Why this fri T 
Lved here among us all this Le^Jt/y 1" 
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the merest chance I never would have recognized 
him.’ 

* Well, well I Go on ! ' snapped Burrell, impa¬ 
tiently. 

‘ He’s a friend of yours, and a highly respected 
party. He’s "a glorious example to this whole 

river/ 

The officer started. Could it be ? he wondered. 
Could knowledge of this affair have reached this 
man ? He was uncomfortably aware of that pre¬ 
sence in the back room, but he had to know the 


Stark paused, gloat- 


truth. 

‘ Who is the man ? ’ 

* He’s your friend. He's- 

ing over his enemy’s suspense. 

‘ He's everybody’s friend. He s the shining mark^ 
of this whole country. He’s the benevolent renegade, 

Squaw-man Gale/ 

‘ John Gale ? ' . , 

* Gaylord is his name, and I was a fool not to know 

II ^Howdid you discover this ? ' inquired Burrell. 

Lamely. ' What proof have you ? ' 

The disclosure had not affected the so Idler at 
Stark expected, and his anger began to hft itselh 
' That's neither here nor there ; the man s a mur¬ 
derer • he's wanted in California, where I came from 
he's been indicted, and there's a price on h.=MwuL 
He's hidden for fifteen years, but he 11 hang as sure 

^Disdosuresof a complex nature had so crowded on 
Burrell in the last few hours that he saw himself the 
ctnHe of a most unfortunate and amazing tangly 
Tilings were difficult enough as it was, but m^have 

this man appear and cry for justice nnlooked 

all others I— it was a complication quite unlooked 
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for—a hideous mockery. He must gain time for 
thought. One false step might ruin all. He could 
not face this on the spur of the moment so slu ugging 
hjs shoulders with an air of polite scepticism, he 
assumed a tone of good-natured raillery. 

‘ Fifteen years ? Murder ? John Gale a murderer ? 
Why, that's almost—pardon me if I smile—I’m 
getting sleeply.’ What proof have you ? 

‘Proof!’ blazed the gambler. ‘Proof! Ask 
Gaylord ! Proof ! W hy, the woman he murdered 
was my wife ! 

It was Burrell’s turn now to fall incoherent, and 
not only did Ins speech forsake him. but his thoughts 
went madly veering off into a wilderness where there 
was no trail, no light, no hope. What kind of a coil 
was this ? What frightful bones were these he 
Varcd ? This man was Bennett ! This was Necia’s 
father ! This man he hated, this man who was bad, 
whose name was a curse throughout the length and 
breadth of the West, was the father of the girl he 
loved ! His head began to whirl, then the store of 
the trader came back to him, and he remembered 
who and what the bearer of these later tidings was. 
He raised a pair of eyes that had become furious and 
bloodshot, and suddenly realized that the man 
before him, who persisted in saddling upon Chile this 
heinous crime was tb« slayer of Necia’s mother ; for 
he did not doubt Gale's story for an instant. He 
found his fingers writhing to feel the creature’* 
i throat. 

Proof! Stark was growling. How much proof 
do you need ? I’ve followed him for fifteen years. 
I ve tracked him with men and dogs through woods 
and deserts and mining-camps. I’ve slept on his 
trail for five thousand miles, and now do you think 
I’m mistaken ? He killed my wife, I say, and 
robbed me of my little girl! That’s her in his 
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hou^e. That s her he calls Nccia. She’s my girl— -tny 

girl, do you understand ?—and I'll have his 
life.' 

It was hate that animated him, and nothing mor&L 
He had no joy in the finding of his offspring, no up¬ 
lifted thought of justice. The thirst for revenge, per¬ 
sonal, violent, utter, was all that prompted this man ; 
but Burrell had no inkling yet of the father's well- 
shaped plans, nor how far-reaching they were, and 
could barely stammer : 

‘ So ! You—you know ? ' 

‘ Yes ! She wears the evidence around her neck, 
and if that isn't enough I can furnish more—evidence 
enough to smother you. My name isn’t Stark at all, 

I changed it years ago for certain reasons. I've 
changed it more than once, but that’s my privilege 
ajid my own affair. Her name is Mcrridy Bennett. 

I don’t suppose you know I'm going to marry 
her,' said the Kentuckian, irrelevantly. 

' No,’ replied the other, * I wasn't aware of the 
fact.' 

‘ Well, I am. I'll be your son-in-law.' He said 
this as if it were the statement of an astonishing 
truth, whereat Stark grinned, a mirthless, disquieting 
sort of grimace, and said : 

‘ There's a lot of things for you and me to settle up 
first. For one thing, I want those mines of hers.' 

'Why ?’ 

' Well, I’m her father, and she's not of age.* 

* I’ll think it over.' * 

* I’ll take them, anyway, as her next of kin.' 

Burrell did not follow up this statement, for its 

truth was incontrovertible, and showed that the 
father’s ill-will was too tangible a thing to be con¬ 
cealed ; so he continued : 

‘ We'll adjust that after Gale is attended to ; but 
meanwhile, what do you wan* me to do ? 
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' I want you to arrest the inan who killed my 
wife. If you don't take him the miners wilL I’ve 
got a following in this camp, and I II raise a crowd 
in fifteen minutes—enough to hang this squaw-man, 
or batter down your barracks to get him. But I 
don’t want to do that; I want to go by the law you've 
talked so much about ; I wajnt you to do the 
trick.’ 

At last Burrell saw the gambler’s devilry. He 
knew Stark’s reputation too well to think that he 
feared a meeting with Gale, for the man had lived 
in hope of that these fifteen years, and had shaped 
his life around such a meeting ; but this indirect 
method—the Kentuckian felt a flash of reluctant 
admiration for a man who could mould a vengeance 
with such cruel hands, and, even though he came 
from a land of feuds, where hate is a precious thing, 
the cunning strength of this man’s enmity dwarfed 
any he had ever known. Stark had planned his 
settlement coldly and with deliberate malice ; 
moreover, he was strong enough to stand aside and 
let another take his place, and thus deny to Gale 
the final recourse of a hunted beast, the desperate 
satisfaction that the trader craved. He tied his 
enemy's hands and delivered him up with his thirst 
unsatisfied to whom ? He thrust a weapon into 
the hand of his other enemy, and bade this other 
enemy use it ; worse than that, forced him to strike 
the man he honoured—the man he loved. Burrell 
never doubted that Stark had carefully weighed the 
effect of this upon Necia, and had reasoned that a 
girl hke her could not understand a soldier’s dutv 
if it meant the blood of a parent. If he refused to 
act, the gambler could break him, while every effort 
he made to protect Gale would but increase the 
others satisfaction. There was no chance of the 
traders escape. Stark held him in his hand ‘ His 
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followers would do his bidding. It was a desperate 
affair. Was it impossible, the Lieutenant wondered, 
to move this man from his purpose ? 

‘ Have you thought of Necia ? She loves Gale. 
What effect will this have on her ? ' 

‘ Damn her 1 She's more his brat than mine. I 
want John Gaylord I * 

At this a vicious frenzy overtook Burrell, and he 
thought of the man behind yonder door, whom he 
had forgotten until words woke something savage in 
him. Well ! Why not ? These two men had 
stalked each other clear into the farthest places, 
driven by forces that were older than the hills. Who 
was he to stand between such passions ? This was 
ordained, it was the course of nature, the clash of 
elements, and this was a fair battle-ground, so why 
should he undertake to stop a thing decreed ? 

The gambler’s words rang in his ears— 4 I want 
John Gaylord ’—and before he knew what he was 
doing rie had answered : ' Very well. I’ll give him 

to you,’ and crossed quickly to the door of his bed¬ 
room and flung it open. On the threshold he paused 
stock-still. The place was empty ; a draught 
sucked through the open window. Girting with the 
curtain and telling the story of the trader s exih 
' If you’re looking for your coat, it s here, he 
heard Stark say. ‘ Get into it, and we'll go for 

him.' , 

The Lieutenant's mind was working fast enough 

now, in all conscience, and he saw with clear and 
fateful eyes whither he was being led. at which a 
sudden reckless disregard for consequences seized 
him. He felt a blind fury at being pulled and hauled 
and driven by this creature, and also an unreasoning 
anger at Gale’s defection. But it was the thought 
of Necia and the horrible net of evil in which tni9 
man had ensnared them both that galled him most. 
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It was all a terrible tangle, in which the truth was 
hopelessly hidden, and nothing but harm could come 
from attempting to unravel it. There was but one 
solution, and that, though fundamental and eff«\ rive, 
was not to be expected from an officer of the law. 
Nevertheless, he chose it, for Ben Stark was too 
potent a force for evil to be at large, and needed 
extermination as truly as if he were some dangerous 
beast. He determined to finish this thing here and 
now. 

Meade went to his bureau, took his revolver from 


the belt where he had hung it, and came out into the 
other room. Stark, seeing the weapon, exclaimed : 
; You don't need that ; he won't resist you.' 

‘ I’ve decided not to take him/ said Burrell. 

‘ Decided not to take him ? ’ shouted the other. 
‘ Have you weakened ? Don’t you intend to arrest 
that man ? ' 


‘ No 1 ’ cried the soldier. , I've listened to your 
hes long enough ; now I'm going to stop them, once 
for all. You’re too dangerous to have around.' 
They faced each other silently a moment ; then 

Stark spoke in a very quiet voice, though his eve 3 
were glittering : J 

, 'n S me . an * n S ? Are you crazy ? ’ 

Gale was here just before you came, and told me 
who killed your wife. I know.’ 

* You do ? ' 

‘ I do.’ 

‘ Well ? ' 


11 Xt - s P rett y lat e. This place is lonely. This is 
the simplest way.' J 

wl,™\ ean / la l eU t0 , stud y' n e his antagonist, and 
when he did not speak Burrell continued : 

TV-*? giving you a chance.' 

But . tark shook his head. 

' Don't be afraid,' insisted the Lieutenant. ' There 
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are no witnesses. If you get me, nobody will know, 
and youi word is good. If not—it’s much simpler 
than the other.' Then when the gambler still made 
no move, he insisted, * You wouldn't have me kill 
you like a rattlesnake ? ' ^ 

4 You couldn't,' said the older man. ' You’re not 
that kind—and I’m not the kind to be cheated, 
either. Listen ! I’ve lived over forty years, and 
I never took less than was coming to me. I won't 
begin to-night.’ 

‘ You'll get your share-' 

‘ Bah ! You don't know what I mean. I don't 
want you ; it's him I'm after, and when I’m done 
with him I’ll take care of you ; but I won’t run any 
risk right now. I w r on’t take a chance on losing what 
I’ve risked so much to gain, what I’ve lived these 
fifteen years to get. You might put me away— 
there’s the possibility—and I won’t let you or any j 
other man—or woman either, not even my girl— 
cheat me out of Gale. Put up your gun.’ 

The soldier hesitated, then did as he was bidden, for 
this man knew him better than he knew himself. 

‘ I ought to treat you like a mad dog, but I can t do 
it while your hands are up. I’m going to fight for 
John Gale, however, and you can’t take him.’ 

* I’ll have his carcass hung to my ridge-pole before 

daylight.' 

‘ No.' 

‘ I say yes ! ' Stark turned to go, but paused at 
the door. 1 And you think you’ll marry Necia, do , 
you ? 

* I know it.' 

‘ Suppose you find her first.' 

‘ What do you mean ? Wait-* 

But his visitor was gone, leaving behind him a 
Hover already sorely vexed, and now harassed by 
new and sudden apprehensi* n. What venorn the 
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man distilled ! CouJd it he that he had sent Neci 3 
away ? Burrell scouted the idea. She wasn't 
the kind to go at Stark’s mere behest ; and as for his 
forcing her, why, this was not an age of abductions 1 
He might aim to take her, but it would require some 
time to establish his rights, and even then there were 
Cxale and himself to be reckoned with. Still, this 
was no time for idling, and he might as well make cer¬ 
tain, so the young man put on his coat hurriedly, 
knowing there was work to do. There was no telling 
what this night would bring forth, but first he must 
warn his friend, after which they would fight this 
thing together, not as soldier and civilian, but as man 
and man, not for the law, but against it. He 
smiled as he realized the situation. Well, he was 
through with the army, anyhow ; his path was strange 
and new from this time henceforth, and led him 
away from all he had known, taking him among 
other peoples ; but he did not flinch, for it led to her 

Behind him was that former life ; to-night he began 
anew. ° b 


Stark traced his way back to his cabin in a ten 
times fiercer mood than he had come, reviling, 
cursing, hating ; back past the dark trading-post 
he went, pausing to shake his clenched fist and grind 
out an oath between his teeth ; past the door of 
his own saloon, which was a-light, and whence 

housV h S ° U, K ° f reVebT ’ thro “6 h the scattered 
un to t’hJ H Cre f r nt m ° re by feel than b V sight 

ilf th p^ t°°u ° f HS ° Wn shack - He fitted his key 
m the lock, but the door swung open without hi* 

a.d at Which he remembered thaf he^had'onlypulled 

1 a, ‘ er h 'm when he came away with Nel tt 

closed it behind him now. and locked it for he had 

some thinking to do ; then felt through his pocket, for 

a match, and, striking it bent over hi? 

adjust the wick. It flared u P steady £,dTt?on° 
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at last, flooding the narrow place with its illumina¬ 
tion ; then he straightened up and turned towards 
the bed to throw off his coat, when suddenly every 
muscle of his body leaped with an uncontrollable 
spasm, as if he had uncovered a deadly serpent 
coiled and ready to spring. In spite of himself 
his lungs contracted as if with the grip of giant hands, 
and his breath came forth in a startled cry. 

John Gale was sitting at his table, barely an 
arm’s-length away, his gray-blue eyes fixed upon him. 
and the deep seams of his heavy face set as if graven 
in stone. His huge, knotted hands were upon the 
table, and between them lay a naked knife. 


CHAPTER XVI 

JOHN GALF/S HOUR 


I T was a heathenish time of night to arouse the 
girl, thought Burrell, as he left the barracks, 
but he must allay these fears that were besetting him, 
he must see Necia at once. 'Hie low, drifting clouds 
obscured what star-glow there was in the heavens, 
and he stepped back to light a lantern. By its light 
he looked at his watch and exclaimed, then held 
it to his ear. Five hours had passed since he left 
Gale’s house. Well, the call was urgent, and Necia 
would understand his anxiety. 

A few moments later he stood above the squaw, 
who crouched on the trader’s doorstep, wailing her 
death song into the night. He could not check her ; 
she paid no heed to him, but only rocked and 
moaned and chanted that strange, weird song which 
somehow gave strength to his fears. 

’ What’s wrong ; where is Necia ? Where is 
she ? ’ he demanded, and at last seized her roughly, 
facing her to the light, but Alluna only blinked 
owlishly at his lantern and shook her head. 

Gone away,’ she finally informed him, and 
began to weave again in her despair, but he held her 
fiercely. 

‘ Where has she gone ? When did she go ? ’ He 
shook her to quicken her reply. 

‘ I Gon’ Know. I don’ know. Long tima she’s 
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gone now.' She trailed off into Indian words he 
could not comprehend, so he pushed past her into 
the house to see for himself, and without knocking 
flung Necia’s door open and stepped into her cliamher. 
Before he had swept the unfamiliar room with his eyes tfo 
he knew that she had indeed gone, and gone hurriedly, 
for the signs of disorder betrayed a reckless haste. 
Hanging across the back of a chair was what had 
once been the wondrous dress, Poleon's gift, now a 
damp and draggled ruin, and on the floor were two 
sodden satin slippers and a pair of wet silk stockings. 

He picked up the lace gown and saw that it was tom 
from shoulder to waist. What insanity had posses¬ 
sed the girl to rip her garment thu? ? 

* She take her 'nother dress ; the one I make las’ 
summer,' said Alluna, who had followed him in and 
stood staring as he stared. 

4 When did she go, Alluna ? For God’s sake, what A 
does this mean ? ' 

4 I don’ know ! She come and she go, and I don’ 
see her ; niebbe three, four hour ago.' 

* Where's Gale ? He’ll know. He’s gone after 
her, eh ? ' 

The upward glow of the lantern heightened the 
young man’s pallor, and again the squaw broke into 
her sad lament. 

‘ John Gale—lie’s gone away with the knife of my 
father. I arn afraid—I am afraid.' 

Burrell forced himself to speak calmly ; this was 
no time to let his wits stampede. ^ 

4 How long ago ? ' 

* Long time.' 

‘ Did he come back here just now ? ' 

' No ; he went to the jail-house, and he would not 
let me follow. He don’ come back no more. 

This was contusing, and Meade cried, angrily: 

' Why didn’t you give tiie alarm ? Why didn't 
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you come to me instead of yelling your lungs out 
around the house ? ' 

He told me to wait,' she said, simply. 

‘ Go find Poleon, quick.’ 

) * He told me to wait,' she repeated, stoically, and 
Burrell knew he was powerless to move her. He saw 
the image of a great terror in the woman’s face. The 
night suddenly became heavy with the hint of un¬ 
speakable tilings, and he grew fearful, suspecting 
now that Gale had told him but a part of his story, 
that all the time he knew Stark’s identity, and thal 
his quarry was at hand, ready for the kill ; or. if not 
he had learned enough while standing behind that 
partition. Where was he now ? Where was Necia ? 
WT.at part did she play in this ? Stark’s parting 
words struck Burrell again like a blow. This lift 
long feud was drawing swiftly to some tragic or¬ 
dination, and somewhere out in the darkness those 
two strong, hate-filled men were settling their score* 
Ml at once a fear for the trader’s life came upon the 
young man, and he realized that a great bond held 
them together. He could not think clearly, because 
of the dread thing that gripped him at thought of 
Necia. Was he to lose her, after all ? He gave m 
trying to think, and fled for Stark's saloon, reasoning 
that where one was the other must be near, and 

ecia. He 
over the 
but, spy- 
inquiring 


tucic would 


auiciy ue some word oi 
burst through the door ; a quick glanc 
place showed it empty of those he sough 
*\ng Poleon Doret, he dragged him outsid< 

4 % T , ^ seen Gale ? ' 

No. 


■ Have you seen Stark? Has he been about ? 

^ es f 


... Yes. wan hour mebbe two hour ago W'y ? 
'N at for you ask ? b r J 1 


‘ There’s the devil to 
together, and Necia is 


pay. Those two have come 
gone. 
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J Necia gone ? ’ the Canadian jerked out. * W'at 
you mean by dat ? Were she’s gone to ? ’ 

■ I don't know—nobody knows. God ! I’m shak¬ 
ing like a leaf.’ 

' Bah ! She’s feel purty bad ! She’s go out by? 
herse’f. Dat’s all right.’ 

* I tell you something has happened to her; 
there’s hell to pay. I found her clothes at the house 
torn to ribbons and all muddy and wet.' 

Poleon cried out at this. 

* We've got to find her and Gale, and we haven't a 
minute to lose. I’m afraid we’re too late as it is. I 
wish it was daylight. Hang the darkness, anyhow ! 

ft makes it ten times harder. 

His incoherence alarmed his listener more than his 

words. 

' Were have you look ? ’ ) 

1 I’ve been to the house, but AUuna is crazy, an^ 
’says Gale has gone to kill Stark, as near as I can 
make out. Both of them were at rny quarters to¬ 
night. and I’m afraid the squaw is right. 

' But w'ere is Necia ? ’ 

« We don’t know ; maybe Stark has got ner. 

The Frenchman cursed horribly. ‘ Have you try 


hees cabane ? ’ 

Without answer the Frenchman darted away, and 
the Lieutenant sped after him through the deserted 

r0W Ha°! l0 D"ght.- snarled Doret, over his shoul^ 

der as they neared their goal. 

■Be careful.’ panted Burrell. Wa. i Donj 

knock ’ He forced Poleon to pause. Let s flna 
out who’s inside. Remember, were working 

He gripped his companion's arm with fi n S ers °| 
.teel and together they crept up to the door, but 
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even before they had gained it they heard a vo»ce 

within. It was Stark’s. The walls of the house were 

of moss-chinked logs that deadened every sound, but 

the door itself was of thin, whip-sawed pine boaran 

with ample cracks at top and bottom, and, the room 

being of small dimensions, they heard plainly. Tho 

Lieutenant leaned forward, then with difficuity 

smothered an exclamation, for he heard ^notner 

voice now—the voice of John Gale. The words 

came to him muffled but distinct, and he raised his 

hand to knock, when, suddenly arrested, he seized 

Poleon and forced him to his knees, hissing into ..is 
ear : 

' Listen 1 Listen I For God’s sake, listen . 


For the first time in his tempestuous life Ben Stark 
h>st the iron composure that had made his name a by¬ 
word in the \\ est, and at sight of his bitterest enemy 
seated in the dark of his own house waiting for him 
he became an ordinary, nervous, frightened man 
faced by a great peril. It was the utter unexpected¬ 
ness of the thing that shook him, and before he could 
regain his balance Gale spoke : 

' IVe come to settle, Bennett.’ 

' Whar are you doing here ? ' the gambler stam- 
mered. 

was , U P a ‘ the soldier's place just now and heard 
y u. I didn t want any interruptions, so I came 

«tark W m e ade W n e n Can * a ‘° ne -' He ‘ >aused ' and . "hen 

tetark made no answer, continued, ' Well, let’s get at 

hid v! U th ®, other made no move. ' You’ve 

had a 1 the best of it for twenty years,’ Gale went on 

rveiivld t<>mght 1 get — B y God i 

,, T ha ‘ shot in Lee’s cabin ? ’ recalled Stark 
the^hght of a new understanding. « You knew me 


THE BARRIER 


2 44 


' es .* 

c: 


Stark took a deep breath. ' What a fooi I’ve 
bee;- 

devil's magic saved you that time, but it 
v.v/t stoj. this- ’ The trader rose slowly with th<P 
kmfe in his hand. 

' Yo.i'11 hang for this ! ” said the gambler, unsteadi¬ 
ly at which Gale’s face blazed. 

‘ Ha ! exclaimed the trader, exultingly ; ‘ you 
■ an feel it in your guts already, eh ? ’ 

With an effort Stark began to assemble his witJ 
as the trader continued : 

* You saddled your dirty work on me, Ben Stark, 
and I’ve earned it for fifteen years ; but to-night I 
put you out the way you put her out. An eye for an 
eye ! ' 

‘ I didn’t kill her,' said the man. > 

‘ Don’t lie. This isn’t a grand jury. We’re a if 

alone.’ 

* I didn't kill her.’ 

* So ? The yellow is showing up at last. I knew 
you were a coward, but I didn’t think you’d be afraid 
to own it to yourself. That thing must have lived 
with you.’ 

‘ Look here,’ said Stark, curiously, ' do you really 

think I killed Merridy ? ’ 

« j know it. A man who would strike a woman 

would kill her—if he had the nerve.’ 

Stark had now mastered himself, and smiled. 

* My hate worked better than I thought. Well,*- 
well that made it hard for you, didn’t it ? he 
chuckled. 4 I supposed, of course, you knew—- 

* Knew ? ’ Gale's face showed emotion lor tne 

first time. * Knew what-- ? ' His hands were 

quivering slightly. 

* She killed herself. * 

* So help you God ? * 
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So help me Goo 

There was a long pajs . 

‘ Why ? ' 

" Say. it’s kind of funny our standing here talk 
iog about that thing, isn't it ? \\ ell, if you want ro 

know, I came home early that night—I guess you 
hadn’t been gone two hours—and the surprise did it, 
more than anything else. I suppose—she hadn’t pre¬ 
pared a story. I got suspicious, named you at ran- 
^om, and hit the nail on the head. She broke down, 

thought I knew more than I did, and—and then there 
was hell to pay.’ 

4 Go on.’ 

‘ I suppose I talked bad and made threats—I waa 


crazy over you—till she must have thought I meant 
o kill her, but I didn't. No. I never was quite 
that bad. Anyhow, she did it herself/ 

‘ Gale's face was like chalk, and his voice sounded 
tain and dry as he said : 

‘You beat her. that's why she did it.* 

Stark made no answer. 

P a P ers 8a ^ the room showed a struggle ' 

tis^d en ^ ° ther StiU kept Sllent ’ GaJe »n- 
Didn't you ? ' 

At this Stark flamed up defiantly. 

exiem’L 1 gU6SS 1 had cause cnou S h - No woman 
heart! h Wa3 eVer mitrue *° me —wife °r sweet- 


* ‘ You didn't really think_? ' 

-w^She deni^ifL?— - en - “ d 1 Uu " k “ 

And you knew her so well, too. I guess vnuV* 
fcUvays'on ^ 


* I swore I’d have you 


ajid so you put her blood 


on my head, and 


246 


THE BARRIER 


made me an outlaw.' After an instant: * Why did 
you tell me this, anyhow ? * 

' It’s our last talk, and I wanted you to know how 
well my hate worked.' ; 

4 Well, I guess that’s all/ said Gale. So far the^ 
h •tj watched each other with unwavering, unblink¬ 
ing eyes, straining at the leash and taut in every 
nerve. Now, however, the trader’s fingers tightened 
on the knife-handle, and his knuckles whitened with 
the grip, at which Stark's right hand swept to his 
waist, and simultaneously Gale lunged across the 
table. His blade flickered in the light, and a gun 


.poke, once—twice—again and again. A cry arose 
uitside the cabin, then some heavy thing crashed in 
through the door, bringing light with it, for with his 
first leap Gale had carried the lamp and the table 
with him, and the two had clenched in the dark. 

Burrell had waited an instant too long, for th£ 
men's voices had held so steady, their words had been 
to vital, that the finish found him unprepared, but, 
thrusting the lantern into Poleon's hand, he had 
backed off a pace and hurled himself at the door. 
He had learned the knack of bunching his weight in 
football days, and the barrier burst and splintered 
before him. He fell to his knees inside, and an in¬ 
stant later found himself wrestling for his life be¬ 
tween two raging beasts. The Lieutenant knew 
Doret must have entered too, though he could not 
see him, for the lantern shed a sickly gloom over the 
chaos. He was locked desperately with John GaJe,^ 
who flung him about and handled liim like a clnld, 
fighting like an old grey wolf, hoary with years and 
terrible in his rage. Burrell had never been so 
battered and harried and tom ; oifly for the lantern 
light Gale would doubtless have sheathed his weapon 
in his new assailant, but the more fiercely the trader 
struggled, the more tenaciously the soldier clu g. 
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As it was, Gale carried the Lieutenant with him and 
Blnick over his head at Stark. 

Poleon had leaped into the room at Burrell’s heels, 
to receive the impact of a heavy body hurled back¬ 
ward into his arms as if by some irresistible force. 
He seized it and tore it away from the thing that 
pressed after and bore down upon it with the ferocity 
of a wild beast. He saw Gale reach over the Lieu¬ 
tenant s head and swing Ins arm, saw the knife-blade 
bur}' itself in what he held, then saw it rip away, and 
felt a hot stream spurt into his face. So closely was 
the Canadian entangled with Stark that he fancied 
for an instant the weapon had wounded both of them 
for the trader had aimed at his enemy’s neck where 
it joined the shoulder, but, hampered by the soldier 
hrs blow went astray about four inches. Dorct 
glimpsed barrel] rising from his knees, his arms 
about the trader’s waist, and the next instant the 
combatants were dragged apart. 

The Lieutenant wrenched the dripping blade from 
Gale s hand ; it no longer gleamed, but was warm 
and slipper}* rn his finger's. Poleon held Stark s gun 
winch was empty and smoking. ‘ 

T ! le hght had not lasted a minute, and yet wliat 
terrible havoc had been wrought 1 The gambler 

him^f nC t hed "A th his „ own b,ood ’ w hich gushed from 

Orat’ Yhf k r n t le yeUow fllcker ’ aild 60 plentifully 
dial the Frenchman was befouled with it, while 

Gale, too, was horrrbly stained, but whether from 

* his ow n or lrrs enemy s veins it was hard to tell. The 

trader paid no heed to hrmsclf nor to the intruders 

allowing Burrell to push him back against the wall’ 

fastene^on' stark!^ “ ** ° U * ° f hls ^ eyc^ 

' I got you, Bennett I.' he cried, hoarsely 1 Yn„r 
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Bennett, or Stark, as the others knew him, hinged 
about with his captor, trying to get at his enemy, 
and crying curses on them ail, but he was like a child 
in Poleon’s arms. Gradually he weakened, and 
suddenly resistance died out of him. 

‘ Come away from here,' the Lieutenant ordered 
Gale. 

But the old man did not hear, and gathered him¬ 
self as if to resume the battle with his bare hands, 
whereupon the soldier, finding himself shaking like a 
frightened child, and growing physically weak at 
what he saw, doubted his ability to prevent the 
encounter, and repeated his command. 

‘ Come away ! ' he shouted, but the words sounded 


foolishly flat and inane. 

Then Stark spoke intelligibly for the first time. 

‘ Arrest him 1 You’ve got to believe what I told 
you now, Burrell.' He poured forth a stream 
unspeakable profanity, smitten by the bitter know¬ 
ledge of his first and only defeat. ‘ You ^11 hang, Gay¬ 
lord ! I'll see your neck stretched ! ' l'o Poleon he 
panted, excitedly : ‘ I followed him for fifteen years, 

Doret. He killed my wife.’ 

‘ Dat's damn lie ! ' said the Frenchman. 

« No. it isn’t. He's under indictment for it back 
in California. He shot her down in cold blood, 
then ran off with my kid. That's her lie calls Necia. 

She’s mine. Ain’t I right, Lieutenant ? ” 

At this final desperate effort to fix the crime upon 
his rival, Burrell turned on him with loathing. 

‘ It’s no use. Stark. We heard you say she killed 
herself. We were standing outside the door, botu 
of us and got it from your own lips.' 

Until this moment the man had stood on his ou 
feet, but now be began to sag seeing wh'ch Pokon 
supported him to the bed, where he sank weakly, 
collapsing in every joint and muscle* 
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it s a job, he snarled. ‘ You put this up, you 
tliree, and came here to gang me.' An unnatural 
shudder convulsed him as his wounds bit at him, and 
► ^en he Hared up viciously. * But I'll beat you all. 
I've got the girl ! I've got her 1 ’ 

Net ia ! cried Burrell, suddenly reiv-embering, for 

this affray had driven all else from his mind. 

Stark crouched on the edge of his bunk—a ghastly 

p-ey. grinning thing I One weapon still remained 
to him, and he used it. 

‘ Yes, I've got my daughter I ’ 

• wt WI,e . re is sl,e ; ’ dcniandcd ‘he trader, hoarsely. 
Where s my girl ? y 

The gambler chuckled ; an agony seized him till 

niJ'| ed strangled : then, as the spell 

passed, he laughed again. ^ 

• S he’s go* you in her head, like the mother had, 
her—’ ° Ut; treat her hko I did 

Gale uttered a terrible cry and moved upon him 
but Burrell shouldered the trader aside, himself pos^ 

3 C ° d fUry ‘ hat intensified his strength 
him^eU r 0116 ' Let me attend to this. I’ll make 
; ^here iI !s y s 0 he ? ? ' m0Cked ** girl ' S fa,her ’ 

wiih N r^^ t £itei ni i \ Bain . , “ was — d 

35 • ^ - d ° S - -cem £ 

‘ Bah 1 I’m all right.' 

• I'll get you a doctor if y o u ’U tel] us where she 
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tf you don’t—I’ll—let you die. For God's sake, 
man, speak up ! ’ 

The wounded man strove to rise, but could not, 
then considered for a moment before he said : 

‘ I sent her away/ 

‘ Where ? ' 


‘ Up-river, on that freighter that left last night. 
She’ll go out by Skagway, and I'll join her later, 
where I can have her to myself. She’s forty miles 
up-river now, and getting farther every minute— 
oh, you can’t catch her ! ’ 

The three men stared at one another blankly. 

‘ Why did she go ? ' said Gale, dully. 

’ Because I told her who she was, and who you 
are ; because she thinks you killed her mother; be¬ 
cause she was glad to get away.' Now that he was 
grown too weak to inflict violent pain, the man lied 
malevolently, gloating over what he saw in the 
trader’s face. 

* Never mind, old man. I’ll bring her back,’ said 
Burrell, and laid a comforting hand on Gale's shoul¬ 
der, for the fact that she was safe, the fact of knowing 
something relieved him immensely ; but Stark’s next 
words plunged him into even blacker horror than the 

trader felt. 

‘ You won't want her if you catch her. Runmon 


will see to that.' 

* Runnion ! ’ f 

1 Yes, I sent him with her.' . 

The lover cried out in anguish, anc. hid his face in 

his bands. . Tl n 

* He's wanted her for a long time, so I told him to 


SO None a oTihem noticed Poleon Doret who, upon 
this unnatural confession, alone seemed to return 
sufficient control to doubt and to reason H 
thinking hard, straightening out certain fact*, 
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trying to square this horrible statement with things 
he had seen and heard to-night. AH of a sudden he 
uttered a great cry, and bolted out into the darkness 
unheeded by Gale and BuitcII, who stood dazed and 
•distraught with a fear greater than that which was 
growing in Stark at sight of his wounds. 

The gambler looked down at his injuries, opened 
and closed the fingers of his hand as if to see whether 
he still maintained control of them, then cried out at 
the two helpless men : 

‘ Well, are you going to let me bleed to death ? ' 

It brought the soldier out of his trance. 

‘ Why—no, no ! We’ll get a doctor.' 

But Gale touched him on the shoulder and 
said : 


‘ He’s too weak to get out. Lock him in, and let 
**um die m the dark.’ 

Stark cursed affrightedly. for it is a terrible thing 
to bleed to death in the dark, and in spite of himself 
the Lieutenant wavered. 

t * can 1 do that. I promised.’ 

‘ , told * ha ‘ Iie to “y girl- He gave her to that 

k° und - aaid , thv trader . but Burrell shoved him 
through the door. 

‘No! 1 cant do that.' And then to the 

haTm man he Said ' ’ rU 8 et a d ^or, but God 

[ o n - y f °", y ° Ur S “ U !'' He collld not trust hirn- 
self to talk further w,th this creature, nor be near him 

any longer, for though he had a slight knowledge of 

W °’ dd sooner have touched a loathsome 

' I never tho.gh, „ k y „„. s , : . 
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4 but you must be hurt ? He must have wounded 

you ? 

' I reckon he did—I don't know. Then the 
man’s listless voice throbbed out achingly, as he 
cried in despair : 4 She believed him, boy ! She 

believed his lies ! That's what hurts. Something 
like a sob caught in his throat, and he staggered 
away under the weight of his great bereavement. 


CHAPTER XVII 

THE LOVE OF POLEON DORET 


T O the girl crouching at the stem of Runnion's 
boat it seemed as if this day and night would 
never end. It seemed as if the procession of natural 
events must have ceased, that there was no longer 
any time, for she had been suffering steadily for 
hours and hours without end. and began to wonder 
dreamily whether she had not skipped a day in her 
reckoning between the time when she first heard of 
tne strike on her claim and this present moment. 
It occurred to her that she was a rich girl now m her 
own right and she smiled her crooked smile as she 
reflected that the thing she had longed for without 
hope of attainment had come with confusing swift- 

ne w a r, d l left her un ^PPier than ever 
Would the day never come ? She pulled the rug, 

shiver Sh f' A “v ,he m0r ™K ^,11 made her 
IT f ° Und herself keeping mechanic d 

count W'lth the sound of the sweeps— they must be 

J oules 8 beh SP r d ' >he «° Ught ’ a " d ,he must 
be miles behind now. Had it been earlier in the 

trd n hat7o^thrmZr k ^ ^ ™ 

euish her oarsman, except M a b£ c k°bidk"fo 
been a lowering night Lid thp * k b k ' for 11 h ^d 
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hung above the great valley. He was a good boat¬ 
man, however, as she gathered from the tireless 
regularity of his strokes. He was a silent man, too, 
and she was grateful for that. She snuggled down 
into her blanket and tried to steep, but she only* 
dozed for a minute, it seemed, to find her eyes fly 
wide open again. So. restless and tired of her lonely 
vigil, she gave a premonitory cough, and said to her 
companion : ^ * 

' You must be tired rowing so steadily ? * 

* Oh, I don't mind it,' he replied. 

At the sound of his voice she sat bolt upright. It 
couldn't be—if this were Runnion he would have 


spoken before I She ventured again, tremulously: 

‘ Have you any idea what time it is ? ’ 

* About three o’clock, I fancy.’ 

* Who are you ? ’ The question came like a shot.^ 

* Don't you know ? ’ 

* What are you doing here, Mr. Runnion ? ' 

* I’m rowing,' he answered, carelessly. 

* Why didn’t you speak ? ’ A vague feeling of un¬ 
easiness came over her, a suspicion that all was not 
right, so she waited for him to explain, and when he 
did not, she repeated her question. ‘What made 
you keep still so long ? You knew who / was ? 

* Well, it’s the first time I ever took you on a mid¬ 
night row, and I wanted to enjoy it.’ 

The mockery in his voice quickened her appre¬ 
hension. Of a sudden the fear of being misjudged 
impelled her to end this flight that had become so , 
distasteful in a moment, preferring to face the P“P'« 
at the post rather than continue her journey with this 


man. 

' I've changed my 
* I don’t want to go 


mind, Mr. Runnion,’ she said, 
down to the Mission. I want 


you to take me back. 

‘ Can't do it,' he said 


4 the current is too swift. 
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* Then set me ashore and I'll walk back. It can’t 
be far to town.' 

' Twenty-five miles. We’ve been out about three- 
hours.’ He kept on ruwing steadily, and although 
/the distance they had gone frightened her, she sum¬ 
moned her courage to say : 

‘ We can make that easily enough. Come, run in 
to the bank.' 

He ceased rowing and let the boat drift with drag¬ 
ging sweeps, filled his pipe and lighted it. then took 
up his oars again and resumed his labours 

Please do as I ask you, Mr. Runnion. I’ve 
decided 1 don t want to go any farther.' He laughed 
and the sound aroused her. ' Put me ashore this 

minute ! she cned, indignantly. ' What do you 
mean i ^ 

M * \v n VC 6 °i a fiercc tcm P cr * haven’t you ? ’ 

A " 111 you do It or not ? ’ 

m ^ lj , hC nmdc n ° ans ' vcr * e ^cept to continue the 
maddening monotony of his movements she was 

hand' Tnd* **** rcSolve lo wrench the oai ^ out of liis 
S' hT shouted a qU,Ck m ° Uo11 ton. a? 

The unstable Zfi&S Vattger 

r g h^ ity ° f her 

Put me ashore 1 ’ 

* botV^Wn • kcep 

boat. After a few strokes, he added * We’ll nT^" 

6 ° ! YVe°rf noT^ ^ >’° u ^’that tem^ 
nion—only as far as ^° ng t ?Sether, Mr. Run- 

toIerate mV uLtd then ““ 1 dar , e sa >’ >’°u cat, 

this bitingly. Can - vou not ? She said 

1 Stark told me to board the fimt boat for St. Mi- 
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chad's,’ he said, disregarding her sarcasm, 4 but I’ve 
made a few plans of my own the last hour or 
so.’ 

4 St. Michael's 1 Mr. Stark told you—why, that's 
impossible ! You misunderstood him. He told you ^ 
to row me to the Mission. I'm going to Father 
Bamum’s house.’ 

* No, you’re not, and I didn’t misunderstand him. 
He wants to get you outside, all right, but I reckon 
you’d rather go as Mrs. Runnion than as the sweet¬ 
heart of Ben Stark.’ 

' Are you crazy ? ’ the girl cried. ‘ Mr. Stark 
kindly offered to help me reach the Father at his 
Mission. I’m nothing to him, and I’m certainly not 
going to be anything to you. If I’d known you were 
going to row the boat, I should have stayed at home. 

because I detest you. ^ 

‘ You'll get over that.' # * 

4 I’m not in the humour for jokes. 

He rested again on his oars, and said, with dcliber- 


' Stark “ kindly offered ” did he ? Well, whenever 
Ben Stark " kindly ” offers anything I m in .on the 
nlav He’s had his eye on you for the last three 
months, and he wants" you, but he shpped a cog 
when he gave me the oars. You needn t beafraid, 
though I'm going to do the square th.ng by you- 
Well stop in at the Mission and »e -amed. attd then 

we'll see whether we want to go to St M,c ' ae '!°' 
not hough personally I'm for gomg back to Ham 

into his lap. Had she oe i he woul d not 

half-breed of a month or • ^ut now 

have wasted thought upon priests or vo . 
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that a strange late had worked a change -n a-e.r 
before the world, lie accepted it. 

The girl’s beauty, her indifference, the m'S.mit-i 
attitude of Stark urged him, and, strongest of vd, 
dae was drawn by his cupidity', for she would be 
rich, so the knowing ones said. Doubtless that was 
why Stark wanted her, and, icing * man who ac¬ 
knowledged no fidelity to his kind ar his Cr*ator, 
Runnion determined to outwit his principal, 

Burrell, and ail the rest. It was i chance >o 
much at the risk of nothing, and he .vas too g r.-d a 
gambler to let it pass. 

With his brusque declaration Necia realized utr 
position—that she was a weak, lonely girl, just :ome 
into womanhood, so cursed by good looks that men 
wanted her, so stained by birth that they would not 
take her honestly ; realized that she was alone with a 
dissolute creature and beyond help, and for the fust 
time in her life she felt the meaning of fear. 

She saw what a frail and helpless thing she vas 
nothing about her was great sa\ e her soul, and that 
was immeasurably vexed and worried. She had 
just lived through a grief tliat had made her gener¬ 
ous, and now she gained her first knowledge of the 
man-animal’s gross selfishness. 

‘ You are absolutely daft,’ she said. ‘ You can’t 
force me to man*)’ you.’ 

! 6 ° in S to force >’°u ; you’ll do it willingly.’ 

I 11 die first. I 11 call the first man we see—1 11 
^tcll Father Barnum. and he 11 have you run out of 
the country—it would only take a word from me' 
if you haven t changed your mind when we get 
to his place, I’ll nin through without stopping ; b ut 
there isn t another pnest between there and St 
Mike s, and by the time we get to the mouth of the 
mer, J guess you 11 say yes to most anything. How¬ 
ever, 1 d rather many' you at Holy Cross g if you’ll 
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consent, and I’m pretty sure you will—when you 
think it over.’ 

‘ We won't discuss it.’ 

‘You don’t understand yet,’he continued, slowly. 

What will people say when they know you ran awa^ 
with ine.’ 

‘ I'll tell them the truth.’ 

‘ Huh I I’m too well known. No man on the 
river would ever have you after that.' 

‘ You—you-’ Her voice was a-quiver with 

indignation and loathing, but her lips could not frame 
an epithet fit for him. He continued rowing for some 
time, then said : 

' Will you marry me ? ' 

4 No ! If this thing is ever known. Poleon will kill 
you—or father.' 

For a third time he rested on his oars. 

' Now that we’ve come to threats, let me talk, "f 
offered to marry you and do the square thing, but if 
you don’t want to, I’ll pass up the formality and take 
you for my squaw, the same as your father took AJ- 
iuna. I guess you’re no better than your mother, so 
your old man can’t say much under the circum¬ 
stances, and if he don't object, Poleon can't. Just 
remember, you're alone with me in the heart of a 
wilderness, and you’ve got to make a choice quick, 
because I’m going ashore and make some breakfast 
as soon as it’s light enough to choose a landing-place. 

If you agree to come quietly and go through with 
this thing like a sensible girl, I’ll do what’s right, but^ 
if you don’t- then I’ll do what’s wrong, and maybe 
you won’t be so anxious to tell your friends about 
this trip, or spread your story up anddown the river. 
Make up your mind before I land.’ 

The water gurgled at the bow again, and the row- 
locks squeaked. Another hour and then anotne ‘ 
passed in silence before the gill noted that she no 
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longer seemed to float through abysmal darkness, 
but that the river showed in muddy greyncss just 
over the gunwale. She saw Runnion more clearly, 
too, and made out his hateful outlines, though for all 
•else she beheld they might have been miles out upon 
a placid sea, and so imperceptible was the laggard 
day s approach that she could not measure the grow¬ 
ls light. It was a desolate dawn, and showed no 
glorious gleams of colour. There was no rose-pink 
glow no merging of a thousand tints, no final burnt 
of gleaming gold ; the night merely faded awav, 
changing to a sickly pallor that grew to ashen grev’ 
and then dissolved the low-hung, distorted shadows'a 
quarter of a mile inland on either hand into a forbid- 

d '" g , r0 ''' ° f t T-n r0ken f0res t backcd by plain, morass, 
and distant InUs untipped by slanting rays. Over- 

‘river * bleak r m ° f ^ louds dribed I underneath the 
as the a bilious yellow. The whole country so far 
as the eye could range was unmarred by the hand of 
man. untracked save by the feet of the^raftyTorest 

She saw Runnion gazing over his shoulder in search 
of a Shelving beach or bar. his profile showing more 
debased and mean than she had ever noticed ,™ 

,** e . on . e nearest them ' protected a gravel bar that' 
*“* and felt her hmbs grow ^ 

ment, which so upset Gale t • Stark s stat e- 

somewhat different effect upon 
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certain facts had been impressed upon his subconsci¬ 
ousness which did not entirely gibe with the gam¬ 
bler’s remarks, and yet they were too dimly engraved 
to afford foundation for a definite theory. What he. 
did know was this, that he doubted. Why? Because 
certain scraps of a disjointed conversation recurred to 
him, a few words which he had overheard in Stark’s 
saloon, something about a Peterborough canoe and a 
woman. He knew every skiff that lay along the 
water-front, and of a sudden he decided to see if this 


one was where it had been at dusk ; for there were 
but two modes of egress from Flambeau, and there 
was but one canoe of this type If Nccia had gone 
up-river on the freighter, pursuit was hopeless, for no 
boatman could make headway against the current; 
but if on the other hand, that cedar craft was gone— 
He ran out of Stark's house and down to the river-* 
bank, then leaped to the shingle beneath. If was 
just one chance, and if he was wrong, no matter ; the 
others would leave on the next up-river steamer ; 
whereas, if his suspicion proved a certainty, if btark 
had bed to throw them off the track, and Runnion 
had taken her down-stream—well, Poleon wished no 
one to hinder him, for he would travel light. 

The boat was gone I He searched the line back¬ 
ward, but it was not there, and his excitement grew 

now likewise his haste. Still on the run, he stumbled 

un to the trading-post and around to the rear, v.ht , 
bottom up lay hi, own craft, the one he guarded 

jealously, a birch canoe, frail and trea ^^ ro ^ or ^ 
but a man schooled in the ways of swift vater ai^ 

Indian tricks. He was very g a now < bave 
not told the others of his suspicions , theymg ^ ^ 

claimed the ngnt to go, and - hi- shoulders then 
cheated. He swung the overly shoulders, ^ 

hurned to the bank andI »" > d jt ^efully in 

gome great, misshapen turtle, nc 
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the whispering current, then stripped himself with 
feverish haste, for the dr,v ng cail of a hot pursuit 
was on him, and although it was the cold, raw hour o 1 
late night, he whipped of? his garments until he was 
bare to tl.e middle. He seized his paddle, stepped in, 
then knelt amidships and pushed away. The birch- 
bark answered him like a living thing, leaping and 
dancing beneath the strokes which sprung ti e spruce 
blade and boiled the water to a foam, while rippling 
nsmg ridges stood out upon his back and arms as they 
rose and fell, stretched and bent and straightened. 

A half-luminous, opaque glow was over the waters 

but tne banks quickly dropped away, until there was 
nothing to guide him hut the suck of the current and 
the sight of the dim-set stars. His haste now be¬ 
came something crying that lashed him fiercely, for 
he seemed to be standing still, and so began to mutter 
crawlmg stream and to complain of his thews 
which did not drive him fast enough, only the sound 
he made was more like the whine of a hound in leash 

earth W ° * ^ mnS >vith hot nostriLi close to the 

Runmon drove his Peterborough towards the shore 
with powerful strokes, and ran its nose up on the 

out e then S look re i C H ed h,mself * and dragged it farther 
out, then looked down at Necia 

; Well, hat is it> yes or no ? you want me {or 

stem -v a ntle r f fTi maSter? ’ Shc co "'ered in the 

^ YouLyo; 2 gTve me'tfme'' y = 

yourself rand CT rem 0 ember H Td S onf e, ' £ V °l- 

Ch °° S e e l °fy y° u ' d better be sensible™ y ° U 

then at The wildTm^^nTuhem^ore^but 'it* "’ 
t and unpeopled ns if it bad be, n created tha? 
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morning. She must have time ; she would tem¬ 
porize, pretending to yield, and then betray him to 
the first comer ; a promise exacted under duress would 
not be binding. 

' I’ll go quietly,' she said, in a faint voice. 

* I knew you'd see that I'm acting square. Come i 
Get the cramp out of yourself while I make a pot of 
coffee.’ He held out his hand to assist her, and she 
accepted it, but stumbled as she rose, for she had been 
crouched in one position for several hours, and 
her limbs were stiff. He caught her and swung her 
ashore; then, instead of putting her feet to the ground, 
he pressed her to himself roughly and kissed her. She 
gave a stifled cry and fought him off, but he laughed 

and held her the closer. 

‘ Ain’t I good for one kiss ? Say, this is the deuce 

of an engagement. Come now-’ 

‘ No, no. no 1 ' she gasped, writhing like a wild 
thing ; but he crushed his lips to hers again and then 
let her go, whereupon she drew away from him pant¬ 
ing, dishevelled, her eyes wide and filled with horror. 
She scrubbed her lips with the back of her hand, as if to 
erase his mark, while he reached into the canoe and 
brought forth an axe, a bundle of food, and a coffee¬ 
pot ; then, still chuckling, he gathered a few sticks 
of driftwood and built a fire. ’ She had a blind m- 
stinct to flee, and sought for a means of escape, but 
they were well out upon the bar that st-etch^c 
distance of three hundred feet to the wooded bank ; 
on one side of the narrow spit was the scarcely mov- 
ing, half-stagnant water of a tiny bay or eddy, o 

the other, the swift, gliding current tugging at he 

beached canoe, while the outer end of the girdled 
ridge dwindled down to nothing and disappeared m 
the river. At sight of the canne a thought struck 
her, but her face must have shown some sign °l it, 
far the man chanced to look at the moment, and, te 


THE LOVE OF POLEON DORET 263 

ing her expression, straightened himself, then gazed 

about searching)}'. Without a word lie stepped to 

the boat, and, seizing it, dragged it entirely out upon 

the bar, where her strength would not be equal to 

j shoving it off quickly, and, not content with this, 

he made the painter fast, then went back tc 

his tire. The eagerness died out of her face, but an 

instant later, when he turned to the clearer water of 

t!u eddy to fill the coffee-pot, she seized her chance 

and sped up the bar towards the bank. The shingle 

under foot and her noisy skirts betrayed her, and 

with an oath he followed. It was an unequal race 

and he handled her with lough, strong hands when he 
overtook her. 

^ 0,J Iicd ,™ t Well, I'm through with 
th.s foolishness. If you'll go hack on your word like 
tins you 11 " bawl me out " before the priest, so I'll 

forget my promise, too, end you'll be glad of the 
chance to many me.’ 

' L TMi m f ' ' T P anU * d - ‘ I ’ll marry you. Yes, 
ye ! 1 do ,l ’ on] y don t touch me now 1 ' 

He Ed her back to the fire, which had begun to 

1 C] :] C - Sh . e was so weak now that she sank upon 
the stones shivering. ' 

That s right ! Sit down and behave while I nnh< 
you something hot to drink. You’re all in.” After 

he waitedTr SewatcrTo ‘° her whUc 

service. He conveyed it to her pl^.^/%^ 


» 
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hoi sea with a hard hand, he drove his dogteam9 
with a biting lash, and he mastered women with a 
similar lack of feeling or consideration. 

He was still talking when the girl sprang to her 
feet and sent a shrill cry out over the river, but in- ? 
stantly he was up and upon her, his hand over her 
mouth, while she tore at it, screaming the name of 
Poleon Doret. He silenced her to a smothered, 
sobbing mumble, and turned to see, far out on the 
bosom of the great soiled river, a man in a bark 
canoe. The craft had just swung past the bend above, 
and was still a long way off—so far away, in fact, 
that Necia's signal had not reached it, for its occu¬ 
pant held unwaveringly to the swiftest channel, his 
body rising and falling in the smooth, unending 
rhythm of a master-boatman under great haste, 
his arms up-flung now and then, as the paddle ^ 
glinted and flashed across to the opposite side. 

Runnion glanced about hurriedly, then cursed as 
he saw no place of concealment. The Peterborough 
stood out upon the bar conspicuously, as did he and 
the girl; but the chance remained that this man, 
whoever he was, would pass by, for his speed was 
great the river a mile in width, and the bend sharp. 
Necia had cried Poleon's name, but her companion 
saw no resemblance to the Frenchman in this 

strange-looking voyager; in fact - ie ^ 
quite make out what was peculiar about the man 
perhaps his eyes were not as sharp as hers—and then 
he saw that the boatman was naked to the waist , 

By now he was drawing opposite them with the speed 

of a hound. Tim girl, gagged and held by her cap- 
tor’s hands, struggled and moaned despairingly, and, 
crouching back of the boat, they might have escaped 
discovery in the grey morning light had it not been 
for the telltale fire—a tiny, crackling blaze no 1 ar - 
tbau a man’s hat. It betrayed them. The danun e 
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craft upon which their eyes were fixed whipped 
about, almost leaping from the water at one stroke, 
then came towards them, now nothing but a narrow 
^ thing, half again the width of a man's body. The 
•current carried it down abreast of them, then past 
and Runnion rose, releasing the girl, who cried out 
whh all her might to the boatman. He made nc 
sound in reply, but drove his canoe shoreward with 
quicker strokes. It was evident he would effect his 
landing near the lower end of the spit, for now he was 

instant hean " S di3tance * and driving closer every 

Necia heard the gambler call : 

Sheer off, Doret. You can’t land here 1 * 
bhe saw a gun in Runnion’s hand, and a terrible 
i‘ ck ^ nln 3 f r SW <>P‘ over her, for he was slowly walk- 

‘dnfted™ She , kCCp,ng al ? reast °< ‘he canoe as it 
United, She could see exactly what would happen • 

no man could disembark against the will of an irmed 

marksman, and if Poleon slackened his stroke or 

stopped it to exchange his paddle for a weapon 'the 

have?o fire from? : addition ’ '™nld 

bom n „ cZ IT , r ° Ck,,11? , paper ihe11 harried by a 

upon his feet ' " ““ ° ther man stood 

smoke and the skitter of the hidlV ■ V < hlte Spurt of 

« e rx ^ 

effort in his body R unnion thrmtp^^^nd 
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replaced the spent shell. On come the careening, 
crazy craft in a sidewise drift, and with it the girl 
? i\v coming a terrible tragedy. She started*to run 
down the gravelled ridge behind her enemy, not^. 
realizing the value or moment of her action, nor • 
knowing clearly what she would do ; but as she drew 
near >he saw Runnion raise his gun again, and, with¬ 
out thought of her own safety, threw herself upon him. 
Again his shot went w ide as he strove to hurl her off 
but his former taste of Iter strength was nothing to 
this, now that she fought for Polcon’s life. Runnion 
snarled angrily and thrust her aw r ay, for he had waited 
tiil the canoe w r as dose. 

' Let me go, you devil! ' he cried, and aimed again; 
but again she ran at him. This time, however, she 
did not pit her strength against his, but paused, and 
as he undertook to fire she thrust at his elbow, then ^ 
dodged out of his way. Her blow was crafty and well- 
timed, and his shot went wild. Again he took aim, 
and again she destroyed it with a touch and danced 
out of his reach. She was nimble and light, and 
quickened now by a cold calculation of all that 
depended upon her. 

Three times in all she t Invar ted Runnion, while 
the canoe drove closer every instant. On the fourth, 
as she dashed at him, he struc k to be rid of her, cur mg 
wickedly—struck as he would have struck at a man. 
Silently she crumpled up and fell, a pitiful, diaggled 
awkward little figure sprawled upon the rocks ; but 
the delay proved fatal to him, for, though the canoe 
was close against the bank, and the huge man m it 
seemed to offer a mark too plain to be missed, he was 
too close to permit careful aim. Runr.ion heard lnm 
giving utterance to a strange, feral, whining soun • 
if he were crying like a fighting boy • ^ lcr '' as 
gambler raised his arm, the Canadian u-ted ,m 
up on the bottom of the car.ce until he Mood stretched 


t 


THE LOVE OF POLEON DORET 267 

to his full height, and leaped. As Runnion fired 
he sprang out and was into the water to his knees 
his backward kick whirling the craft from under¬ 
neath him out into the current, where the river seized 
it He had risen and jumped all in one moment, 
launching himself at the shore like a panther. The 
gun roared again, but Poleon came up and on with the 
rush of the great, brown grizzly that no missile can 
stop. Runnion s weapon blazed in his face, but he 
neither felt nor heeded it, foi his bare hands 
were upon his quarry, the impact of his body hurling 
che other from his feet, and neither of them knew 
whether any or all of the last bullets had taken effect. 
1 oleon had come like an arrow, straight for his mark 
the instant he glimpsed it, an insensate, unreasoning 
raging thing that no weight of lead nor length of 
blade could stop. In his haste he had left Flambeau 
without weapon of any kind, for in his mind such 
things were superfluous, and he had never fought with 

?h7 b H f h u Se , God ,^ dVe him - nor found any living 
thing that his hands could not master. Therefore 6 

be bad rushed headlong against this armed and wait- 

ng man, reaching for him ever closer and closer till the 

burning powder stung his eyes. They grappled and 

ought, alone and unseen, and yet it' was ™ fight 

fci Runnion, though a vigorous, heavy-muscled 

man was beaten down, smothered, and cnished be- 

a a ^ onslaught of this great naked fellow, who 

pitinV^. S ° bbed and Whmed and —d in l 

whI!X7f"?M n al irr : he spii to the farther •**. 

sliding and roll nghmol^ IheTo^tT’t UpPi " g and 
gouged and bim.ed them Th? , at Bmote and 
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ulate note of blood-hunger at liis ear. The Canadian's 
clenched hands crushed whatever they fell upon as 
if mailed with metal ; the fingers were like tearing 
tongs that could not be loosed. It was a frightful 
combat, hideous from its inequality, like the battle of 
a man against a maddened beast whose teeth tore 
and whose claws ripped, whose eveiy move was irre¬ 
sistible. And so it was over shortly. 

Poleon rose and ran to the fallen girl, leaving be¬ 
hind him a huddled and twisted likeness of a man. 
He picked her up tenderly, moaning and crooning; 
but as her limp head lolled back, throwing her 
pale blind features up to the heavens, he began 
to cry, this time like a woman. Tears fell from his 
eyes, burning tears, the agony of which seared his 
soul. He laid her carefully beside the water's edge, 
and, holding her head and shoulders in the crook of 
his left arm, he wet his right hand and bathed hei 
face, crouching over her, half nude, dripping with the 
sweat of his great labours, a tender, palpitating 
figure -of bronzed muscle and sinew, with all his 
fury and hate replaced by apprehension and pity. 
The short moments that he worked with her were 
ages to him, but she revived beneath his ministra¬ 
tions, and her first frightened look of consciousness 

was changed to a melting smile. 

' W-what happened, Poleon ? ' she said. 1 was 


afraid 1 ' 

He stood up to his full height, shaking, and weak as 
the water that dripped from him, the very bones in 
him dissolved. For the first time he uttered 

words. 

‘ Tank God, ba gosh ! ' and ran his hand up over 


his wet face. . . « • 

‘ Where is he ? ' She started to her knees affnglit- 

edly ; then, seeing the twisted, sprawling figure 

beyond, began to shudder. 4 He—he s dead t 
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You feel 


' I don' know/ said Poleon, carelessly, 
it purty good now, eh, w’at ? ’ 

\es—I—he struck me I ’ The remembrance of 
what had occurred surged over her, and she buried 
jfoer face in her hands. 4 Oh, Poleon ! Poleon I 
He was a dreadful man.’ 

4 He don’ trouble you no more.’ 

He tried—he- Ugh! I—i’rn glad you did 

it ! ’ She broke down, trembling at her escape, until 
her selfishness smote her, and she was up and beside 
him on the instant. 4 Are you hurt ? Oh, 1 never 
thought of that. You must be wounded ! ’ 

The Frenchman felt himself over, and looked down 
at his limbs for the first time. 4 No ! I guess not,’ 
he said, at which Necia noticed his meagre attire, 
aija simultaneously he became conscious of it. He 
fell away a pace, casting his eves over the river for 
his canoe, which was now a speck in the distance. 
Ba gosh 1 Pm hell of a t’ing for lookin' at,' he 

T * ,P a< ? dle hard-dat’s w’y. Sacrd I how 
1 sweat I He hitched nervously at the bund of his 
oveialls, while Necia answered : 

’That’s atI right, Poleon,’ Then, without wani¬ 
ng, her face froze with mingled repulsion and wonder 

Rnnni L °° k ^ "! us P Kred . pointing past him, 

Kunnion was moving slowly, crawling painfully into 

u P liftln 8 a terribly mutilated 3 face 
H conscious, groping for possession oi 

- wits. He saw them, and grimaced frightfully 
-i cowenng and cringing. ^ u ^' 

Poleon felt the girl’s hand upon his arm, and heard 
her crying in a hard, sharp voice • 

‘ He needs killing I P ut him away ! ’ 

He stared down at his gentle Necia, and saw tlic 

loatmng in her face and the look of strange ferocitv 
as she met his eyes boldly. g ferocity 

’ You don’t know what he—what he did,’she said 
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through her shut teeth. ‘ He-' But the man 

waited to hear no more. 

Runnion saw him coming, and scrambled frantically 
to all-fours, then got on his feet and staggered down 
the bar. As Poleon overtook him, he cried out pite-^ 
ously, a shrill scream of tenor, and,falling to his knees, 
grovelled and debased himself like a foul cripple at 
fear of the lash. His agony dispelled the savage 
taint of Alluna's aboriginal training in Necia, and 
the pure white blood of her ancestors cried out : 

4 Poleon, Poleon ! Not that !' She hurried after 
him to where he paused above the wretch waiting for 
her. ‘ You mustn’t I ' she said. ‘ That would be 
murder, and—and—it’s all over now.' 

The Frenchman looked at her wonderingly, not 
comprehending this sudden leniency. 

‘ Let him alone ; you’ve nearly killed him ; that's 
enough.' Whereat Runnion, broken in body and* 
spirit, began to beg for his life. 

‘ W'at's dat you say jus' now ? ' Doret asked the 
girl. ‘ Was dat de truth for sure vv'at you speak ? ' 

‘ Yes, but you've done your work. Don’t touch 
him again.' 

He hesitated, and Runnion, quick to observe it. 

added his entreaty to hers. 

‘ I’m beaten, Doret. You broke me to pieces. I 

need help—I—I’m hurt.' 

* W'at you 'spec' I do wit' 'im ? ' the Canadian 

asked, and she answered : 

‘ I suppose we’ll have to take him where lie can ^ 

get assistance.’ t 

‘ Dat skiff ain' carry all tree of us. 

4 I’Ll stay here,' groaned the frightened man. Ill 
wait for a steamer to pick me up, but for God’s sake 

don’t touch me again ! ' , , 

Poleon looked him over carefully, and made up 
his nuna tn<tt the man was more injured in spirit than 
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in body,lor, outside of Iiis battered muscles,he showed 
nc fatal symptoms. Although the voyageur was 
slower to anger than a child, a gnidge never died in 
him, and his simple, self-taught creed knew no for¬ 
giveness for such men as Kunnion, cherished no 
mercy for preying men or beasts. He glanced to¬ 
wards the wooded shores a stone's-throw above, then 
back at the coward he had beaten and whose life was 

forfeit under the code. There was a queer light in 
his eyes. 

Leave him here, Poleon. We'll go awav, you and 
I, in the canoe, and the first boat will pick him up. 
Corne.' Necia tugged at his wrist for fcai she might 
not prevail ; but he was bent on brushing away a 
handful of hungry mosquitoes which, warmed by the 
growing day, had ventured out on the river. His 
face became wrinkled and set. 


‘ ' Bien , ! ' h . e £™nted. * We lef 'im here, biccause 

cere am t nough room in de batteau, eli ? All right ! 

c __ * , . . . man, so mebbe I 

teex it him nice place for stop till dem boats come.’ 

Yes, yes I Leave me here. I'U make it through 
nght, begged Runnion. 

Better you camp yonder on de point, w'ere you 
can sec dose steamboat w’en she comes’ roun' de ben’. 
Dis is bad place.' He indicated the thicket, a quar- 

h.nl- a * n r e ab , OV ? u h , lch ran out aJ,nost to the cut 
bank. Come ! I help you get feex.’ 

Runnion shrank from his proffered assistance half 

uS ? ■ r 'f S! ' , 1 Jrcd ; “"owed the Frenchman to 
help him towards the shore. 

Wc tell it de first boat ’bout you, an’ dev nick 
you up. You wait here. Necia.’ * P 

t! J h levei rl o7?he hed ‘T "v!™" guide R,lnnio " up to 

he level of the woods, then disappear with him in 
t ie hrs, and was reheved to see the two emerge noon 
the nver-bank again farther on, for she had feSo" 
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an instant that Poicon might forget. There seemed to 
he no danger, however, for he was crashing through 
the brush in advance of the other, who followed 
laboriously. Once Runnion gained the high point, he 
would be able to command a view of both reaches of Y 
the river, and could malre signals to attract the first 
steamboat that chanced to come along. Without 
doubt a craft of some sort would pass from one 
direction or the other by to-morrow at latest, or, if 
not, she and Po’eon cyuld send back succour to 
him from the first habitation they encountered. The 
two men disappeared again, and her fears had begun 
to prey on her a second time when she beheld the big 
Canadian returning. He was hurrying a bit, appar¬ 
ently to be rid of the mosquitoes that swarmed 
about him ;and she marked that, in addition to whip¬ 
ping himself with a handful of blueberry bushes, lie j 
wore Runniori's coat to protect his shoulders. 

4 Woof ! Dose skeeter bug is hongry,' he cried. 

Let's we pass on de river queeck.’ 

' You didn't touch him again ? ' 

4 No, no. I'm t'rough wit' 'im.' 

She was only too eager to be away from the spot, 
and an instant later they were afloat in die Peter¬ 
borough. ... 

‘ Dis nice batteau,' Poicon remarked critically. 

' I mak’ it go fas’,' and began to row swiftly, seeking 
the breeze of the open nver in which to shake off the 
horde of stinging pests that had risen with the 
sun. ' I come ’way queeck wit out t mkin bout gun „ 
or skeeter net or not'in’. Kunn.on she slen me <hs 
coat, so mebbe I don’ look so worse lak I do jus now 

th 'How did you leave him? Is he badly m- 

^No, I bus’ it up on de face an’ de rib, but sb“ 

foulin'good now. Yes. I’m leaving im nice place for 


THE LOVE OF POLEON DORET 273 

?tr.p an’ wait on de steamboat—-plain tee spnice 
bough for <et on.' 

bhe began to shudder again, and, sensitive to her 
every motioD, he asked, solicitously, if - * 1. - vote sick, 
biit she shook her head. 

^ l—was thinking v/hat—supposing you hadn't 
come ? Oil, Poleon ! you don’t know what you saver] 
rue from.’ She leaned forward and laid a tiny, grate¬ 
ful hand on the huge brown paw that rested on his 
oar. I wonder if I can ever forget ? ' 

She noted that they were running with the current, 
and inquired : 

Where are we going ? ’ 

* V ’ al - 1 can’t puli clis boat 'gainst dat current so 
I guess we pass on till I fin’ my shirt, den birnebye we 
pick it up some steamboat an’ go home.' 

hive miles below his quick eve detected his half- 
submerged ‘ bark ' lodged beneath some overhang¬ 
ing (irs which, from the water’s action, had fallen 
forward into the stream, and by rare good-fortune it 
was still upright, although awash. He towed it to the 
next sand-bar, where he wrung out and donned his 
shu t, then tipped the water from the smaller craft 
and. making it fast astern of the Peterborough, set out 
c-gain. Towards noon they came in sight of a little 
stem-wheeled craft that puffed and pattered man¬ 
fully against the sweeping current, hiding behind 
e points and bars and following the slackest water 

It s the Mission boat ! ’ cried Necia. * It’s the 
Mission boat ! Father Barmin, will be aboard 1 
.ue waved her arms madly and mingled her voice 

beside^the°pUot-house ^ « 

rec °g n| zing 
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the painter of the Peterborough in his teeth. Ili 
dragged both canoes out of the boiling tide, and laid 
their, bottom up on the forward deck, then climbed 
the narrow little stairs to find Necia in the arms of a 


benignant, white-haired priest, the best-beloved 
man on the Yukon, who broke away from the girl 
to greet the Frenchman, his kind face alight with 
astonishment. 

‘ What is all this I hear ? Slowly, Doret, slowly 1 
My little girl is talking too furiously for these poor 
old wits to follow. T can’t understand; I am 
amazed. What is this tale ? 

Together they told him, while his blue eyes now 
opened wide with wonder, now grew soft with pity, 
then blazed with indignation. When they had fin¬ 
ished he laid his hand upon Doret's shoulder. 

‘ My son, I thank God for your good body and 
your clean heart. You saved our Necia, and you 
will be rewarded. As to this—this—man Runnion, 
we must find him, and he must be sent out of the 
country ; this new, clean land of ours is no place for 
such as he. You will be our pilot, Poleon, and 


guide us to the spot. , 

It iequired some pressure to persuade the hrenen- 

man but at last he consented ; and as the afternoon 
drew to a close the little steamboat came squattenng 
and wheezing up to the bar where Runnion had built 
hh fire ^that morning, and a long, shrill blast sum- 
moned him from the point above When he did not 
appear the priest took Poleon and his round-faced 
silent crew of two and went up the bank, but they 
found no sign of the crippled — only a few rags 
a trampled patch of brush at the forest ^ edge and 
—that was all. The springy moss showed no trad 
the thicket gave no answer to their ones although 
they spent ^ hour in a scattered search and sounded 
the steamboat's whistle again and again. 
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' He’s try for walk it back to camp,’ said Doret. 
' Mebbe he ain’ hurt so much, after all. ’ 

‘ You must be right,' said Father Barnum. * We 
will keep the steamer close to this shore, so that he 
can hail us when we overtake him.' 

And so they resumed their toilsome trip ; but 
mile after mile fell behind them, and still no voice 
came from the woods, no figure hailed them. Doret, 
inscrutable and silent, lounged against the pilot¬ 
house smoking innumerable cigai ettes, which he rolled 
from squares cf newspaper, his keen eyes appar¬ 
ently scanning every foot of their slow way ; but 
when night fell, at last, and the bank faded from 
sight, he tossed the last butt overboard, smiled 
grimly into the darkness, and went below. 




CHAPTER XVIII 

RUNNION FINDS THR SINGING PEOPLE 

N O CREEK ' LEE came into the trading-post 
on the following morning, and found Gale 
attending store as if nothing unusual had occurred. 

‘ Say! What’s this about you and Stark ? I 
hear you had a horrible run-in, and that you split 
him up the back like a quail.' 

‘ We had a rovy,’ admitted the trader. ‘ It’s been 
a long time working out, and last night it came to a 
head.’ 

‘ Lord—ee ! And to think of Ben Stark's bein’ 
licked I Why, the whole camp's talkin' about it ! 
They say he emptied two six-shooters at you, but you 
kept a-comin', and when you did get to him you just 
carved your initials on him like lie was a bass-wood 
tree. Say, John, he’s a goner, sure/ 

' Do you mean he's—passing out ? ' 

‘ Oh, no ! I reckon he'll get well, from what I 
hear, though he won't let nobody come near him 
ixcept old Doc ; but he's lost a battle, and that ends 
him. Don't you savvy ? Whenever a killer quits 
second best, it breaks his hoodoo. Why, there's been 
men laying for him these twent}' years, from here to 
the Rio Grande, and every feller he ever bested will 
hear of this and begin to grease his holster ; then the 
first shave-tail desperado that meets him will spit in 
his eye, just to make a name for himself. No, sir I 
He's a spent shell. He's got to fight all his battles 

over again, and this time the other feller will open 

m 
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the bail. Oh, I’ve seen it happen before. You 
killed him last night, just as sure as if you’d hung 
up his hide to dry, and he knows it.’ 

I ni a peaceable man, said Gale, on the defensive 
j I had to do it.' 

I know I I know ! There was witnesses—thi c 
dressmaker at the fort seen it, so I hear.' 
lhe other acquiesced silently. 

Well! Well! Ben Stark licked! I can’t ret 
over that. It must 'a’ been somethin’ powerful 
strong to make you do it, John. ’ It was as close to a 
question as the miner dared come, although he was 
avid with curiosity, and, like the entire town, was 
in a fret to know what lay back of this midnight 
encounter, concerning which the most exaggerated 
rumours were rife. These stories grew the more gro- 
tesquc and ndiculous the longer the truth remained 

Galemr H H C °, U ' d not bc and neither 

Gale nor Burrell would speak. All that the people 

knew was that one lay wounded to death behind the 

dumb walls of his cabin, and that the other had 

brought him down. When the old man vouchsafed 

inquired : * D ° d to his ^stion, the prospector 

the creek 6 ’ 8 P °' e ° n ? IVe 6 ot "ews for him from 

1 * d ° n>t know ; he’s gone.* 

Back soon ? * 

' I don’t know. Why ? ’ 

ground auitTthe pay 6 aand there 

for good.’ ’ SO the y ve Q ult work 

‘ H T e drew a blank, eh ? ’ 

tede\ V t^' n atoUd r ° R°u’n Pm 1 The creek is spot- 
-e ,.nto it bigger than a house whitePo 

‘ ™ SC 3 C ° l0ur - 1 ^ ^ tough luck—-yes worsen 
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tough : it’s hard-biled and pickled. To them as has 
shall it be given, and to them as hasn’t shall be took 
even what they ’ain’t got, as the poet says. Look at 
Necia ! She’ll be richer than a cream puff. Guess 
I'll step around and see her. ’ y 

‘ She’s gone,' said the trader, wearily, turning his 
haggard face from the prospector. 

‘ Gone I Where ? ' 

* Up-river with Runnion. They got her away from 
me last night.' 

* Sufferin' snakes I ' ejaculated Lee. ‘ So that’s 
why ! ' Then he added, simply, ‘ Let’s go and git 
her, John.' 

The trader looked at him queerly. 

‘ Maybe I won’t—on the first boat ! I’m eating my 
heart out hour by hour waiting—waiting—waiting^ 
for some kind of a craft to come, and so is Burrell. 

* What's he got to do with it ? ’ said the one-eyed* 
miner, jealously. ‘ Can’t you and me bring her 
back ? ' 

‘ He'll marry her 1 God, won’t there never be a 
boat 1 ' 

For the hundredth time that morning he went to 
the door of the post and strained his eyes down¬ 


stream. , 

4 Well, well ! Them two goin’ to be married, 

said Lee. ‘ Stark licked, and Necia goin’ to be 
married—all at once. I hate to see it, John ; he 
ain't good enough ; she could 'a done a heap better. 
There's a lot of regular men around here, and she ; 
could ’a’ had her pick. Of course, always bein broke 
like a dog myself, I 'ain’t kept up my personal 
appearance like I’d ought, but I've got some new 
clothes now, and you wouldn’t know me. I bouglit 
’em off a tenderfoot with cold feet, but they re th 
goods, and you'd see a big improvement in me. 

4 He’s a good man,' said Gale. * Better than y 
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or aie, and he's all tern up ever rk.s. 1 never saw a 

man act so. 'Mien he learned about »t 1 bought he’d 
go mad—he’s haunted the river-barur ever ,ince, 
raging about for some means of following her, end If 
• I hadn’t fairly held him he'd have >'t cut single- 
handed.’ 

‘ I’m still strong in the belief bat Dec'a could have 
bettered her hand by stayin’ out awhile longer/ de¬ 
clared Lee, stubbornly ; ‘ but if she wants a soldier, 
why, we’ll get one for her, only I'd ratkor have got 
her somethin’ real good and pronounced In the 
military line—like an agitant-gen’ral or a walkin’ 
delegate.’ 

W hile they were talking Burrell came in, and * No 
Creek ’ saw that the night had affected the youth 
even more than it had Gale, or at least he showed 
a tlie marks more plainly, for his face was drawn, his 
eyes were sunken as if from hunger, and his wh !c 
body seemed to have fallen away till bis uniform 
hung upon him loose, unkempt, and careless. Ii was 
as n hope had been a thing of avoirdupois, and when 
taken away had caused a shrinkage. Fie had inter¬ 
rogated Stark again after getting the doctor, but the 
man had only cursed at him, declaring that his 
daughter was out of reach, where he would take care 
;° keep her, and torturing the lover anew by 
unking Runnion’s name with the girl’s till the young 
man fled from the sound of the monster’s voice back 
to his own quarters. He strove to keep the image 
of Runnion out of his mind, for his reason could not 
tndure it. At such times he cried aloud, cursing 
in a way that was utterly strange to a God-fearing 
man, only to break o2 and rush to the other extreme 
praying blindly, beseechingly, for the girl’s safe¬ 
keeping. At intervals an unholy impulse almost 
drove him to Stark s cabin to finish the work Gale 
had begun, to do it coldly as a matter of justice 
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lei was be not the one who had put Necia into the 
bvrd? of that ruffian ? Greeting Lee mechanically, 
he Faic, tc Gs-Ie : 

I can't v ait n uch longer,’ and sank wearily into 
£ seat. Almost the next instant he was on his feet 
again, sp ying tc the trader, as he had said it a score 
of times already : ‘ Runnion comes to me, Gale ‘ 

You understand he’s mine, don't you ? ’ 

i he old. man nodded. ‘ Ye. ! You can take him.’ 
'Well, v>hc do I git ? ’ asked Lee. 

' You can't come along,’ the trader said. * We 
may have to follow the hound clean to the States. 

Tfc : iL of your mine-* 

‘To Lcl with-The mine!' exploded the shaggy* 
prerpeetor. ‘ I reckon I n: kind of a daddy to your 
gal and I n* goin’ to be in at the finish.' 

back and forth paced the Lieutenant restlessly, 
pausing every now and then to peer down the river. 
Sudcienh he uttered a cry, and with a bound Gale 
wa c< beside him. Lee at his shoulder. 

‘Look ! Cher the point I Dcv-n yonder 1 I 
saw sn oke ! ' 

The three stared at the distant forest fringe that 
masked the bend of the river until their eyes ached, 
and the dark-green grew black and wav ered indis¬ 
tinctly'. 

' You'rt tired, my boy,’ said Gale 
Wait ! ’ 

They obeyed, and finally over the tree-tops saw a 
faint streamer of black. 

‘ It is I It is ! ' cried the soldier. ' I’m going ' 
for my war bag.' And before the steamboat had 
hove into sight he was back with his scanty bundle 
of baggage, behaving like one daft, talking and 
laughing and running here and there. Lee watched 
him closely, then went behind the bar and pouted 
out a stiff glass of whisky, which he made Burrell 
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drink. To Gale he whispered, a moment later : 

‘ Keep your eye on him, John—he'll go mad m 
tins rate.’ 

I hey waited, it seemed interminably, until at 
’j , a white hull slowly rounded the point, (hen 
shaped a course across the* current towards the 
other bank, where the water was less swift As it 
came fully into sight, Gale swore aloud in despair : 
It s the Mission boat i ’ 

* Well, what of that ? ' said Burrell. ‘ YVe’U lure 
it—buy it—take it ! ' 

, s no u ; e • s * le a ^ n t G ot but three dog-power to 

hn\ e T neS ’ Lee expla,ncd - * S, *e's a down-river 
boat—has to run with the current to move.' 

'SheVl ca . n use her -’ Ga,e gave in, reluctantly. 
Shed only lose time for us. W e ’ ve got to wait 

for one of the A. C. bouts. ’ b 

- ‘Wait 1 ' cried Burrell. * Good God 1 we’ve done 
nothing but wait, wait wait ! Lei's do something < ’ 

Lee “\fvH a hiv y ° n t' down ’' commanded 

Lee A ell have a boat before long.' 

The aH-ivai °f the tiny Miss.cn steamer was never 

river “IT 4 " nP t°h rtanCe druW “ L ' rowd '» the 

reUx^tteSt fn her Pa ^L n r at * he ? os ' 

Alolly^o^^the ^ood^dnd old^ haild i ! 1 - hand with 
ri' • uc G ooa » *^na old man welcome 

crying nSI "Urne! forTs 

*«a r & ■%- “s ““ 

Burrell was saying. No mtn h to 

except me-His voice trailed ^ ay * iands on him 

to US feet, a strange ^ 
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turned to see what sight had drawn his eyes. In the 
opening, ail splendid with the golden sunlight, stood 
Necia and Poleon Doret, who bad her by the hand— 
and she was smiling ! 

Gale uttereci a great cry and went to meet them, y 
but the soldier could move nothing save his lips, 
and stood dazed and disbelieving. He saw them 
difi.lv corning towards him, a_nd heard Poleon’s 
voice as if at a great distance, saw that the French¬ 
man’s eyes were upon him, and that his words were 
directed to him. 

‘ I bring her back to you, M’sieu’!' 

Doret laid Necia's hand in that of her lover, and 
Burrell saw her smiling shyly tip at him. Something 
gripped him chokingly, and he could utter no sound. 
That was nothing to say—she was here, safe, smiling, 
that was all. And the girl beholding the glory in his 
eves, understood. ^ 

Gale caught her away from him then, and buried 
her in his arms. 

A woman came running into the store, and, seeing 
the group, paused at the door—a shapeless, silent, 
shawled figuie in silhouette against the day. The 
trader brought the girl to her foster-mother, who 
began to talk in her own tongue with a rapidity none 
of them had ever heard before, her voice as tender 
as some wild bird's song ; then the two women went 
away together around the store into the house. 
Poleon had told Necia all the amazing story that had 
come to him that direful night, all that he had over- ^ 
heard, all that he knew, and much that he guessed. 

The priest came into the store shortly, and the 
men fell upon him for information, for nothing was to 
be gained from Poleon, who seemed strangely fagged 
and weary, and who had said but little. # 

• Yes, yes, yes ! ’ laughed Father Barniim. l u 
tell you all I know, of course, but first I must meet 


RUNNION FINDS THE SINGING PEOPLE 2R3 

Lieutenant Burrell and take him by the hand.' 

The story did not lose in his telling, particularly 
when he came to describe the fight on the gravel bar 

t /hich no man had seen, and of which Poleon had 
old him little ; but the good priest was of a militant 
turn, and his blue eyes glittered and flashed like 
an old crusader's. 

It was a wondrous combat,' he declared, with all 
the spirit of a spectator, * for Poleon advanced bare- 
. handed and beat him down even as the man fired into 
his face. It is due to the goodness and mercy of God 
that he was spared a single wound from thi9 
desperado a miracle vouchsafed because of his clean 
heart and his righteous cause.’ 

‘ But where is Runnion ? ' broke in Bun ell. 

‘ Nursing his injuries at some wood-cutter’s camp, 
>no doubt; but God be praised for that double spirit 
of generosity and forgiveness which prompted our 
loleon to spare the wretch. No finer thing have I 
known m all my life. Doret, even though you have 
ever been an ungodly fellow.’ 

The Frenchman moved uneasily. 

! v aJ * 1 dop’.know ; he ain’ fight so dam’ hard.' 

. xt° U coulcln 1 fincl 1,0 trace of him ? ’ said Lee. 
tr - c whatever,’ Father Barnum replied ; 

we ran l f l . lrely rc * ch some place of refuge where 
ue can pick h-m up, tor the days arc still mild and 

the woods full of berries, and. as you know, the 

^ vi.h r a S st°kk w With Salm ° n ’ Which he can kil1 
without inconvenience I™ 3 " ""S"* 3 

1 11 he on the lookout for him,’ said the I ieutenant 

gr,mly. • To-night 1 11 send Thomas and a couple 
of men down the river.’ couple 

of a few words, and^drew' him^tm 
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His face was shrewdly wrinkled and warm with under¬ 
standing. 

' I had a long conversation with my little girl, for 
she is like a daughter to me, and I discovered th<&r 
depth of her love for you. Do you think you are’ 
worthy of her ? ' 

' No.’ 

' Do you love her as much as you should ? * 

' As much as I can. They don’t make words or 
numbers big enough to tell you how dear she is to . 
me.’ 

' Then why delay ? To-morrow I leave again, . 
and one never knows what a day may bring forth.' 

' But Stark ? ’ the young man cried. ‘ He's her 
father, you know ; he’s like a madman, and she’s 
still under age.' 

* I know very Littie of law outside of the Churchy*, 
the Father observed, ‘ but, as I understand it, if she 
marries before he forbids her, the law will hold him 
powerless. Now, he has never made himself known 
to her, he ha3 never forbidden her anything; and 
although my conclusion may not be correct, I 
believe it is, and you have a chance if you make 
haste. At your age, my boy, I never needed a 

spur.’ , 

‘ A spur ? Good Lord I I'm from Kentucky. 

‘ Once she is yours before God, your hold will be 

stronger in the eyes of men. If I am wrong, and he 

takes her from you—well, may some other priest re- ^ 

wed you two—I shan’t ! ' 

4 Don’t worry,' laughed Burrell, ablaze at the 

thought. 4 You’re the only preacher who'll kiss my 
bride, for I’m a jealous man, and all the Starks and 
all the fathers in the world wonji get her away from 
rue. Do you think she’ll do it ? ' 

‘A woman in love will do anything. 

Burr all seized the little man by the hand. 
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I had known more law you needn’t have given me 
tms hint. 0 

. ' 1 must nov/ to this Stark/ said the Father • 

4 p 'll ^ f ed me *. But first I shall talk with Necia! 
7 Poor child she is in a difhcult position, standing be- 

he’rht / T ° / 0hn t Gale and thc lo y aI 'y she owes 
r ' , 1 fear 1 cannot co,msel her as well as 

I ought, for I am very weak and human. You had 

better come with me ; perhaps the plea of a lover 
may have more weight than the voice of reason ' As 

caHv ' a Youn° WardS *** e ^"se. he continued, energeti- 
Do von I s an ’ 1 m be «' nnin S to live once niore. 

Doj ou know sometimes I think I was not designed 
or tins vocation, and, just between you and me 

here was aday when-- I le paused Ll coughed a 

trifle, then said, sharply, * Well vhnt 
A waiting for ? ’ y ’ What are y° u 

Badf'in the y ^ J n ’° tIle fader’s house. 

ff£-“Aa?^rjjsr c 

> 'JSHSSgp ** b - 

L "- - —■ 

No ! * 

• Sm V Said the miner. 

n &^SS^JSSSOtt »T— 

o/hi'sTungs heldk tWe a^' deCP ' y tu tbe 
through mmiih and nostdlTr/ 1 ’ ^ bI ™ jt 
jus’ be wastin’ tarn’ ! ’ ° ° re acldll, &* you’ll 

-dtk^^nieL^ 0 " 1 beneath h ‘ 3 thatch of brow, 

; Why ? ’ y ' 

' You 'member—story T tol’ you 


wan day, two 


386 


THE BARRIER 


free mont’ ago,' Poleon remarked, with apparent 
evasion, ‘ ’bout Johnny Platt w'at I ketch on de 
Porcupine all et up by skeeter-bugs ? ’ 

‘ I do,' answered Gale. . 

* Wal,’—he met their eyes squarely, then drew Y 
another long breath from his cigarette—* I’m jus’ 
hopin' nobody don’ pick it up dis Runnion feller de 
same way. Mebbe dey fin' hees han's tie’ behin' 

'im wit' piece of hees shirt-* 

‘ Good God 1 ' cried the trader, starting to his feet. 

* You—you-” 

4 —of course, I’m jus’ s'posin’. He was feel purty 
good w'en I lef'. He was feel so good I tak’ hees coat 
for keepin’ off dem bugs from me, biceause I lef' it my 
own shirt on de canoe. He’s nice feller dot way; 
he give up easy. Ba gosh ! I never see worse place 

for skeeters ! ' ^ 

Gale fell silent, and 4 No Creek ’ Lee began to swear 
in little, useless, ineffective oaths, which were but 
two ways of showing similar emotions. Then the * 
former stepped up and laid a big hand upon Poleon a 


shoulder. . , .. 

‘ That saves us quite a trip,' he said, but IVo 

Creek' Lee continued to sw'ear softly. 


It seemed that Poleon's wish was to be gratified, 
for no news of the missing man came through in t.ie 
days that followed. Only at a fishing village far 
down the river, where a few native families had 
staked their nets and weirs for salmon, a hunter told 
a strange tale to his brothers—a tale of the wh 
man’s idiosyncrasies. In sooth, they were a strong 
people, he observed, surpassing wise in many ^mg » 
vet ignorant and childish in all others eLse why should 
a half-naked man go wandering idly through 
thickets holding a knotted rag behind his back, 
that when the glades were dense and the mo- • 
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filled with the singing people who lived for blood ? 
The elders of the village nodded their heads sagely, 
md commended the hunter for holding aloof from 
the inert body, for the foolishness of this man was 
• Past belief, and—well, his people were swift and 
cruel in their vengeance, and sometimes doubted 
an Indian’s word, wTTerefore it were best to pay no 
heed to their ways and say nothing. But they 
continued to wonder why. 


Father Barnum found the three still talking in the 
store when he had finished an hour’s counsel with 
Necia, so came straight to the point. It was work 
that delighted his soul, for he loved the girl, and had 
formed a strong admiration for Burrell. Two of 
then-, took his announcement quietly, the other cried 
ou t strenuous objections. It was the one-eyed miner. 

Right away ! Not on your life ! Ir's too unex¬ 
pected. You’ve got to hold 'em apart for an hour, 
anyhow, till I get dressed.' He slid down from his 
seat upon the counter. * What do you reckon I 
got all them clothes for ? ’ 

5 ° m * “ y° u are-’ urged the Father, but Lee 
fought his point desperately. 

I U bust it up if you don't gimme time. What’s 

‘wo when they’ve got a life sentence 

And hJv , Y ° U , )est ou e Ilt to see them clothe, I ’ 
And by very force of his vociferations he succeeded 

. L K i ng Hi* Promise of a brief stay in the proceed- 
t before fl he bolted out. the rags of his yellow 

J‘potn t JoTe med t0 Neda ’ lea ™e the ‘-der 

’ YesT^ it S beSt ’’ Said the f ° rmer 

do'nhT? ' hC deUCe ’ th ° Ugh ’ how thin 6 s work out, 
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I’m glad for see dis day,' said the Frenchman. 
‘ He’s good man, an' he ain' never goin’ to hurt her 
none.' He paused. ‘ Dere’s jus’ wan t’ing I want 
for ask it of you, John—you ’member dat day we 
stop on de birch grove, an’ you spik 'bout her an' 
tol’ me dose story ’bout lie.’ moder ? Wal, I was 
dreamm’ dat tam’, so I’m goin’ ask it you now don’ 
never tell her w’at I said. ’ 

* Doesn’t she know', my boy ? ’ 

‘ No ; I ain’ never spoke 'bout love. She t’inks 
I'm broder wit' her, an'—dat's w'at I am, ba Gar 1 ’ 
He could not hold his voice even—it broke with him ; 
but he avoided the old man's gaze. Gale took him 
by the shoulders. 

* There ain't nothing so cruel in the world as a 
gentle woman,' said he ; * but she wouldn’t hurt you 
for all the world, Poleon ; only the blaze of this 
other thing has blinded her. She can’t see nothing 
for the light of this new love oi hers.' 

‘ I know ! Dat’s w’y—nobody onderstan's but 

you an' me-' 

Gale looked out through the open door, past the 
sunlit river which came from a land of mystery and 
vanished into a valley of forgetfulness, past the 
forest and the hills, in his deep-set eyes the light 
of a wondrous love that had lived with him these 

many weary years, and said : 

‘ Nobody else can understand but me—I know how 
it is. 1 had even a harder thing to bear, for you 0 

know she's happv at least, while I-' His voice 

trembled, but. after a pause, he continued : I hey 

neithei of them understand what you've done for 
them, for it was you that brought her back ; but 
some time they’ll learn how great their debt is and 
thank you. It ’U take them years and years, How 
ever, and when they do they'll tell -their babes of you 
Poleon, so that your name will never die. I lovea 
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her mother, but I don't think I could have done 
what you did.’ 

' She's purty hard t'ing, for sure, but I ain’ t’ink 
'bout Pol eon Doret none w’en I’m doin’ it. No, I’m 
^t’ink ’bout her all de tarn*. She’s liT gal, an’’ I’m 
beeg, strong feller w’at don' matter much an' w'at 
ain' know much—'cept singin', an' lovin’ her. I’m 
see for sure now dat I ain’ fit for her—I’m beeg, 
rough, fightin' feller w’at can’t read, an’ she’s de beam* 
of sunlight w’at blin’ my eyes.' 

If I was a fool I'd say you’d forget in time, but 
I ve lived my life in the open, and I know you won't. 
I didn’t. 4 


I don'want to forget,’ the brown man cried, hur¬ 
riedly. * Le bon Dieu would not let me forget_it’s 

ail Eve got to keep wit' me w'en I'm lookin' for rnv 
" New Countree.' ” 7 

-* You're not goin’ to look for that “ New Country " 
any more,' Gale replied. 

To-day, said the other, quietly. 

‘ No.’ 


,, T ?f ay ' Dis affemoon! De blood in me ij 
calhn for travel John. Im livin’ here on dis place 

five year dis fall, an'dat’s long tam’ for voyageur. 

I m hongry for hear de axe in de woods an’ de nfoose 

f.° w V* T d T n : 1 want for see the camp-fire 

little'wild f b W r" 1 COme (rom tra P de ,OJi ai >' dem 

Mv wo l n rS r, 1 ' Vant t0 smel1 >n de dusk. 

dav an’VllV ',' ere ’ 50 lm paddle away to- 

*aay, an Ill fin dat place dis tain’, for sure—she's 

^ He raised his long arm and pointed to 

the d,m mountains that hid the valley of the Koyu- 

uk, the valley that called good men and strong ySir 

tht t y n ar ' and ° k them to itself * while in hfs iface 
he trader saw the hunger of his race, the unslaked 

led g th S f ° r the wilderness, the driving desire that 

West 
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' Have you heard the news from the creeks ?* 

‘ No.’ 

' Your claims are blanks ; your men have quit/ 
The Frenchman shook his head sadly, then smiled 
—a wistful little smile. m 

‘ Wal, it’s better I lose dan you—or Necia; I ain’* 
dc lucky kin’, dat’s all ; an’, after all, w’at good to 
me is riche gol’-mine ? I ain’ got no use for money 
—any more.’ 

They stood in the doorway together, two rugged, 
stalwart figures, different in blood and birth and 
every other thing, yet brothers withal, whom the ebb 
and (low of the far places had thrown together and 
now drew apart again. And they were sad, these 
two, for their love was deeper than comes to other 
people, and they knew this was farewell • so they 
remained thus side by side, two dumb, sorrowful 
men, until they were addressed by a person whc*. 

hurried from the town. * . 

He came as an apparition bearing the voice of 
‘ No Creek ’ Lee, the mining king, but in no other 
way showing sign or symbol of their old friend. Its 
style of face and curious outfit were utterly foreign 
to the miner, for he had been bearded with the robust, 
unkempt growth of many years, tanned to a leathery 
hue, and garbed perennially in the habit of a scare¬ 
crow while this creature was shaved and clipped 
and curried, and the clothes it stood up in were of 
many startling hues. Its face was scraped so clean 
of whiskers as to be a pallid white, but lack of adorn a 
ment ended at this point and the rest was °y er '^ 
wondrously, while from the centre of the half-brown, 

half-white face the long, red nose of ; 

Beside it rolled his lonesome eye, alive with excite 

“He came up with a strut, illumining the landscape, 
and inquired . 
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‘ Well, how do I look ? ’ 

‘I’m darned if I know,’ said Gale. 'But it's 
plumb unusual.’ 

' These here shoes leak,' said the pectacle, pulling 
yup nis baggy trousers (o display his tan footgear 
■ because they was made for dry goin’—that’s why 
they left the tops off ; but they’ve got a nice, healthy 
colour aint they ? As a whole, it seems to me I'm 
sort of nifty. Ho revolved slowly before their 
admiring gaze, and while to one versed in the man¬ 
ners of the Far East it would have been evident that 
the original owner of these clothes had come from 
somewhere beyond the Susquehanna, and had either 
been a foo ball player or had travelled with a glee 

th^’h t ieSe , three Norfhme n it seemed merely 
theu here was the modish echo of a distant civil,za 

i ‘Youbeen d fighti“ e ? r - 0n ^ ? ' Said Po '™"- 

mentlas TndT'f" l'°" e “j ne ' and ,Ilis here excite¬ 
ment Has kind of shattered my nerves I rii,l„'t 

have no lookin’ glass, neither, in tny shack o 
• No, a tn d_Can C T r - D ° es * bad ? i ^ 

• No N Cr^-T^ a W n a 4 «; ^ T"'" 

copv, U that d s y aU I the sl >bt-ten dollars a 

< "Tower 

claimed ^Doret* jus ' ! ak ft «**’t I • ex _ 

gambler. Say donTou we° d n ° ugl ? for ‘'n-hom 
lan' of clothes ?' V n ° necktie wit' dem 
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‘ No, sir ! Not me. I’m a rude, rough miner, and 
I dress the part. Low-cut, blushin* shoes and straw 
hats I can stand for, likewise collars—they go hand- 
in-hand with pay-streaks ; but a necktie ain’t neither 
wore for warmth nor protection ; it's a pomp and a y 
vanity, and I'm a plain man without conceit. Now, ■ 
Jet’s proceed with the obsequies.' 

It was a very simple, unpr etentious ceremony that 
took place inside the long, low house of logs, and yet 
it was a wonderful thing to the dark, shy maid who 
hearkened so breathlessly beside the man she had 
singled out—the clean-cut man in uniform, who 
stood so straight and tall, making response in a 
voice that had neither fear nor weakness in it. \. nen 
they had done he turned and took her reverently 
in his arms and kissed her before them all ; then she 
went and stood beside Gale and the red wife who was 
no wife, and said, simply : ^ 


I am very happy.' . . . 

The old man stooped, and for the first time in her 

memory pressed his lips to hers, then went out into 
the sunlight, where he might be alone with himself 
and the memory of that other Merndy, the woman 
who to him, was more than all the women of the 
world ; the woman who, each day and night, came 
to him, and with whom he had kept faith. The 
burden she had laid upon him had been heavy, but 
he had borne it long and uncomplainingly , ana 
now he was very glad, for he had kept his covenant. 

The first word of the wedding was home by***^ 
Barnuin who went alone to the cabin where the 
girl's father lay, entering with tr^latj£n 0 , 
suite of the pleas of justice andTmmamty, tn 
stony-hearted damply hated man certain ng^ 
which he might choose to enforce . hence ‘he g 
priest feared for the peace of his lit tic charg^ 
approached the stricken man with apprehensi 
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He was there a long time alone with Stark, and when 

he returned to Gale’s house he would answer no ques¬ 
tions. 1 

* He is a strange man—a wonderfully stran.-e man 

^ unrepentant and wicked ; but j can't tell yCu what 
know’* HaVC a llUlC paticnce and you will soon 

Tlie mail boat,which had arrived an hour after the 

n at ’ was read y to continue its rnn when, 
just as it blew a warning blast, down the street of the 

camp came a procession so strange for tin, land that 

men stopped, eyed it curiously, and whispered among 

themselves. It was a blanketed man upon a SrcN 

muffled so^haM h d °ii t0r i,,,d 3 P r,est - The face was 
whTT?i S ° lhe ldIers could not make it out • and 

sasiag? 

He , a ’ g ° ne awa T‘ n»t for a day, but for all time 
not unders3 m a’; aml ,T‘ ,e “>*"6* he said I could 

I .o£t h^Jccurred'^of I'c'-cia'^'' 

Of her maiTiace -hn k d IWla s ret »ni and 
would burst open his worn,ds°a e T^ ed f 1 thou « ht he 

fury ; but I talked - 1 1 " an< *. dle * rom his very 

gradually I c^e ,o '° ng ‘"I 16 Wlth bil ". a » d 

. disordered soul He r \ . somcwbat of his queer, 
k ' we defeat in tt eves of men ''° l b “" g hims< ' lf to 

advantage of him This I e ui ' hmi out to take 
seemed a big thing in his ey^ £ & ^ 
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He said the only decent thing he could or would do 
was to leave the daughter he had never known to 
that happiness he had never experienced, and wished 
me to tell her that she was very much like her 
mother, who was the best woman in the world. 


•J 


CHAPTER XIX 

THL CALL OF THE OK FADS 


''HERE was mingled rejoicing and la mentation 
,, 111 the household of John Gale this afternoon. 

Molly and Johnny were in the throes of an over¬ 
whelming sorrow, the noise of which might be heard 
from the barracks to the Indian village. They were 
sparing of tears as a rule, but when they did give wav 
to woe they published it abroad, yelling with utter 
abamioi ‘tor black eyes puckered up, their mouths 
distended into squares, from which came such a 
measure of sound as to rack the ears and burden the 
air heavily with sadness. Poleon was going awav 1 
Their own particular Poleon I Something was budW 
askew in the general scheme of affairs to permit 
of such a thing, and they manifested their grief so 
oudly that Burrell, who knew nothing of Doret's 

caus^oTit 8011 !'^ and tried to ascertain the 

cause of it. They had found the FrencffTSnadian 

athe nver with their father, loading his canoe and 

they had asked him whither he fared When the 

meaning of his words struck home ?hey looked at 
each other in dismay, then., bred as they were to masK 
emotion they joined hands and trudged sdentlv 
back up the bank with filling eyes and chin. . * 

until they gained the rear ofThe bous "'T' ^Zv 

sat down all forlorn, and began to ween bitteriZ u 
in an ascending crescendo. P Utrly and 

What's the matter with vrm % 

inquired the Lieutenant. He had always ZeZhem 
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with a speechless awe, and at his unexpected appear¬ 
ance they began the slow and painful process of swal¬ 
lowing their grief. He was a nice man, they had 
both agreed long ago, and very splendid to the eye, 
but he was nothing like Poleon, who was one of them, 
only somewhat bigger. 

‘ Come now ! Tell me all about it,’ the soldier 
insisted. * Has something happened to the three- 
legged puppy ? ’ 

Molly denied the occurrence of any such catas¬ 
trophe. 

‘ Then you've lost the little shiny rifle that shoots 
with air ? ' But Johnny dispelled this horrible 
suspicion by drawing the forujidable weapon out of 
the grass behind him. 

‘ Well, there isn’t anything else bad enough to 
cause all this outlay of anguish. Can’t I help you 
out ? ’ 

‘ Poleon ! ’ they wailed, in unison, 

‘ Exactly ! What about him ? ’ 

‘ He’s goin’ away 1 ’ said Johnny. 

He’s goin’ away ! ' echoed Molly. 

' Now, that’s too bad, of course,’ the young man 
assented ; ‘ but think what nice things he’ll bring 

you when he comes back.’ 

‘ He ain't cornin' back ! ' announced the heir, with 
the tone that conveys a sorrow unspeakable. 

‘ He ain’t cornin' back ! ’ wailed the little girl, and, 
being a woman, yielded again to her weal-:ness, 

unashamed. 

Burrell tried to extract a more detailed explana¬ 
tion, but this was as far as their knowledge ran. So 
he sought out the Canadian, and found him with 
Gale in the store, a scanty pile of food and ammu¬ 
nition on the counter between them. ^ 

4 Poleon,' said he, ‘ you’re not going away ? 

‘ Yes,’ said Dcret. ' I’m takin' hT tnp.' 
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But when are you corning back ? ' 

The man shrugged his shoulders. 

‘ Dat’s hard t ing for tollin.' I’m res’le*:s in my 
heart, so I’m gain' travel some. I ain’ never pass on 
de back trail yet, so I Vpect I keep goinV 

* Oh, but you can't ! ’ cried Burrell. ‘ I—I-* 

He paused awkwardly, while down the breeze came 
the lament of the two little Gales. ‘ \\ ell, I feel just 
as they do.’ He mentioned in the direction of the 
sound. ‘ I wanted you for a friend, Doret ; I hate 
to lose you.’ 

‘ I ain’ never got my satisfy yet, so I'm pass on— 
ah de tain pass on. Mebbe dis tiip I fin' de place.' 

Im soj ry—because—well, I’m a selfish sort of 

cuss and—— Burrell pulled up blushingly, with s 

strong man’s display of shame at his own em ion. 

* 1 owe all my happiness to you, old man. I can't 

thank you—neither of us can—wc shall -ver live 

Kang enough for that, but you musn't ^ vithout 

knowing that I feel more than I'll ever have words 
to say.’ 


He was making it very hard for the Frenchman 
whose heart was aching already with a dull, unendine 
pam. 1 oleon had hoped to get awav quietly • his 
heart was too heavy to let him face' Necia or’ this 
man, and run the risk of their reading his secret so a 
plaintive wrinkle gathered between his eyes ’that 
grew into a smile. And then, as if he were not tried 
sufJiciently, the girl herself came flying in. 

me ’ Sh^ 1S ?Sl ? G Cried ’ ‘ Alllula 

“VT f Sh the telitaJe P ile on the counter 

Poton"’ faCe§reWWhile - ‘ Then it>s truel Oh! 

f niil ed, and spoke cheerily. ‘ Yes I been 
t **° Ut dis tri P lon S tarn*. ' 

• w i n * arC ^° n colr,in S back ? ’ 

W "' 11 1 hn ’ dat new P^ce w'ol I’m lookin' for 
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1 don't never come back. You people was good 
fi ien' to me, but I’m kin’ of shif’less feller, you know. 
Mebbe I forget all ’bout Flambeau, an' stop on my 
“ New Countvee ”—you never can tol’ w’at dose 
Franchemans goin’ do/ . 

' It’s the wander-iust,’ murmured Burrell to hirn-T' 


self ; ' lie'll never rest.’ 

* What a child you are ! ’ cried Necia, half angrily. 
‘ Can’t you conquer that roving spirit and settle 
down like a man ? ’ She laid her hand on his arm 
appealingly. ‘ Haven’t I told you there isn’t any 
“ far country ” ? Haven’t 1 told you that this path 
leads only to hardship and suffering and danger ? 
The land you are looking for is there ’—she touched 
his breast—' so why don’t you stay in Flambeau and 


let us help you to find it ? 

He was deeply grateful for her blindness, and yet it 
hurt him so that his great heart was nigh to bursting. ^ 
Wby couldn’t she see the endless, hopeless yearning 
that consumed him, and know that if he stayed in 
sight and touch of her it would be like a living death ? 
Perhaps, then, she would have given over urging mm 
to do what he longed to do, and let him go on that 
search he knew was hopeless, and in which lie had 
no joy. But she did not see ; she would never see. 
He laughed aloud, for all the world as if tne sun were 
bright and the fret for adventure were still keen in 
him, then, picking up his bundle, said : 

* Dere’s no use argue wit’ Canayen man. Mebbe 
some day I come paddle back roun’ de ben down ^ 
yonder, an’ you hear me singin’ dose chanson ; bu 
now de day she’s too fine, de "ver she s Hugh ^ 
loud, an’ de birds she’s sing too purty for 1 rant 
man to stop on shore. Ba gosh, I m glad 
began to hum, and they heard him sinking aU1 the 

way down to the river-bank, as if the spir 

and Hope and Gladness were not dead within him. 
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‘ ChunU, rossignol, char: '6 I 
Toi qui d Ic cteur gai ; 

Tit as Is corur d tire 
Mai /’ /’ ai-td pleuver, 

II y & longtanps que j” I'aimo 
^ Jamais je ne t'ouhlicrai.’ ' 

A moment later they hand him expostulating 
with some one at the water’s edge, and tin n a child's 
treble rose on high. 

‘ No, no ! I'm goin’, too ! I'm goin’, too-o-o-o^—’ 

* Hey ! John Gale ! ’ called Polcon. ‘ Come 'ere ! 
Ba gosh ! You better horry, too ! I can’t hoi’ dis 
feller long.’ 

When they appeared on the bank above him, he 
continued, ’ l ook 'ere w'at I fin’ on my batteau,' 
and held up the wriggling form of Johnny Gale. 
' He's stow hisse’f away onder deni blanket. Sacr6 1 
^ He's bad feller, dis man—don' pay for bees ticket at 
he’s reg'lar toff mug.' 

I want to go 'long ! ' yelled the inco rrigib le stow- 
av/ay. He had brought his gun with hmi, and this 
weapon, peeping forth from under Poleon's blanket, 
had betrayed him. * I want to go 'long ! ' shrieked 
the little man. ‘ 1 like you best of all ! ' At which 
Doiet took him in his arms and hugged him fiercely. 

Wal, I guess you don’ t’ink bout dem beeg 
black bear at night, eh ? ’ But this only awoke a 
keener distress in the junior Gale. 

Oh, maybe de bear will get you. Poleon ! Let me 
^ go long, and I'll keep dem off. Two men is better 
fi <™n one—please, Poleon ! ' 

It took the efforts of Ncc.ia and the trader cora- 



Sing, little bird, oh, sing away I 
You with the voice so light and ga v I 
1 ours is a heart that laughter cl.ccrs 
Wine is a beast that’s lull of tears. 

Long have I loved, I love her yet: 
Leave her I can. but not forget.’ 
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buied to tear the lad from the Frenchman, and even 
then the foul deed was accomplished only at the 
cost of such wild acclaim and evidence of undying 
sorrow that little Molly came hurrying from the 
house, her round face stained and tearful, her mouth— 
an ’averted crescent. She had gone to the lame' 
puppy for comfort, and now strangled him absent- 
mindedly in her arms, clutching him to her breast 
so tightly that his tongue lolled out and his three 
legs protruded stiffly, paving an aimless pantomime. 

W hen johnny found that no hope remained, he 
quelled his demonstrations of emotion and, as be¬ 
fitted a stout-heai tecTgtntlemari of the woods, bore a 
final present to his friend. He took the little air-gun 
and gave it into Poleon’s hands against that black 
night when the bears would come, and no man ever 
made a gi eater sacrifice. Doret picked him up by 
the elbows and kissed him again and again, then 4 ' 
set him down gently, at which Molly scrambled for¬ 
ward, and without word or presentation speech gave 
him her heart's first treasure. She held out the 
three legged puppy, for a gun and a dog should ever 
go together ; then, being of the womankind aforesaid, 
she began to cry a.-> she kissed her pet good-bye on its 
cold, wet nose. 

‘ W’at's dis ? ’ said Poleon, and his voice quavered, 
for these childish fingers tore at bis heart-strings 

terribly. . . . 

' He’s a very brave doggie,' said the little girl. 

* He will scare de bears away ! ’ And then she be- ' ^ 
came dissolved in tears at the anguish her offering 


cost her. . 

Doret caressed her as he had her brothei, then 

placed the puppy carefully upon the blankets in t e 

canoe, where it wagged a grateful and amiable stump 

at him and regained its breath. It was the highes 

proof of Molly's affection for her Poleon that she kept 
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her tear-dimmed eye? fixed upon the dog as long as it 
was visible. 

The time had come for the last good-bye—that 
awkward moment when human hearts are full and 
^spoken words are empty. Burrell gripped the 
Frenchman's hand. He was grateful, but lie did not 
know. 

* Good-lucl: and better hunting ! ’ he said. ‘ A 
heavy purse and a light heart for you always, Poleon. 
I have learned to love you.’ 

4 I want you to be good husban’, M’sieu’. Dat’s de 
bes^ t’ing I can wish for you.' 

Uale spoke to him in patois, and all he said was : 

4 May you not forget, my son.’ 

They did not look into each other's eyes ; there 
was no need. The old man stooped, and, taking 
both his children by the hand, walked slowly to- 
, wards the house. 

Dis tarn’ I’ll fin' it for sure,’ smiled Poleon to 
Necia. 


Her eyes were shining through the tears, and she 
whispere d, fervently : 

I hope so, brother. God love you—alwavs.' 

It was grief at losing a playmate, a dear and well- 
beloved companion. He knew it well, and he was 
glad now that he had never said a Word of love to her 
It added to lus pain, but it lightened hers, and that 

„; d m 7 e f r be . en hls wish - He gazed on her for a long 

~ ZTr l ’ n 1T l g - ln that blessed inia ^ e which would 
^ 1 w l th hlm ~m his eyes was the light of a love 

as pure and clean as ever any maid had seen, and in 
lus heart a sorrow that would never cease. 

h an j^° , y*.’’ * he said, then dropped her 

hand and entered his canoe. With one great stroke he 

ar \ d lnt ? tbe ^ ood » then headed away to- 

^ miStS and colours of the distant hills wdiere 
the Oreods were calling to him. Hr turned for one 
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last look, and flung his paddle high ; then, fearing 
lest they might see the tears that came at last un¬ 
hindered, he began to sing : 


4 ChauU, rossignol, chants l 
Toi qtti d lc. occur gai ; 
Tn as lc occur & tire 
Mai j' V ai-ld pleurer * 



He sang long and lustily, keeping time to the dip 
of his flashing paddle and defying his bursting heart. 
After ail, was he not a voyageur, and life but a song 
and a tear, and then a dream or two ? 


‘ I wish I might have known him better,' sighed 
Meade Burrell, as he watched the receding form of 

the boatman. . . 

‘ You would have loved him as we do, said JNecia, 

* and you would have missed him as we will.’ 

‘ I hope some time he will be happy.' 

* As happy as you, my soldier ? ’ 

• Yes ; but that he can never be,’ said her husband, 

* for no man could love as I love you. 9 



4 Yours is a heart that laughter cheers. 
Mine is a heart that’s full of tears. 

Long have I loved. 1 love her yet: , 
Leave her I can. but not forget -' 


came the voice of the singer far down the stream. 
And thus Poleon of the Great Heart went away. 



Pn-t.-d in Gical BriuJ.. by Bi-ller *"d 


Tanner. Frome and London 



